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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  Candid  and  Critical  Reader  will  find  himfelf  very  little  dif- 
pofed  to  cenfure  thofe  Peculiarities  of  Stile  which  he  cannot  fail 
to  obferve  in  the  following  Work,  when  he  rcflefts  that  the  whole  wat 
written  in  Englifh  by  Monsieur  De  Vergy;  and  that  it  is  now 
printed  verbatim  as  originally  publilhcd  by  the  ingenious  Author, 
purfuant  to  the  Editor's  invariable  Plan* 
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T  O 

LADY     HARRIET     STANHOPE. 

MADAM, 

WERE  Virtue,  Beauty,  and  the  Graces,  to  appear  among  o«, 
they  would  aflume  your  ihape,  your  features— talk  and  feci 
as  you  do. 

I  am. 

Madam, 

Your  Ladylhip's 

Moft  humble  and 

Obedient  Servant, 

TREYSSAC    DE    VERGY. 


PREFACE. 


OF"  my  •former  works  Love  and  Nature  were  the  authors;  they 
boldly  held  the  pencil,  and  drew  the  pidures  of  the  Lovers. 
The  drapery  intended  to  conceal  their  voluptuoufnefs  making  them  the 
more  confpicuous,  a  few  fools  arofe  againll  the  performance,  and  an- 
nounced it  as  an  apology  for  adultery.  As  I  defpifed  their  judgment, 
I  appealed  only  to  my  own  reafon,  and  fat  contented  with  the  efteem 
of  the  feniible,  and  laughing  heartily  at  the  noify  buzzing  of  the 
harmlefs  infedj. 

Henrietta  Virtue  has  written;  and  I  doubt  not  but  for  that  very 
reafon  it  will  be  damned.  Men  judging  according  to  their  age  and 
paffions,  I  wonder  not  at  the  praiie  and  latire  lavilhcd  by  them  on  the 
lame  work.  A  woman,  as  Ihe  fmiles  or  frowns,  partakes  of  it's  fate; 
like  it,  (he  has  her  cenfors  and  admirers:  no  more  than  (he  do  I  pre- 
tend to  pleafe  all;  too  well  am  I  acquainted  with  the  human  heart 
to  indulge  the  idle,  flattering  conceit.  As  we  feel,  we  fee  and  read; 
the  gay  and  paiTionate,  the  devotee  and  indiifercnt,  having  a  foul  the 
reverfe  of  each  other,  muft  neceifarily  differ  in  their  opinion  of  a 
beauty  and  a  novel. 

Of  Henrietta  I  will  fay  but  this:  all  the  charaders  are  new.  If 
^ood,  the  publick  will  do  it  juftice;  if  bad,  to  commend  it  would  be 
ridiculous. 

*  *  *       *  •  • 


HENRIETTA. 
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HENRIETTA, 


COUNTESS    OSENVOR. 


^     VOLUME     THE     FIRST. 


LETTER    I. 

UENRJETTA   COUNTESS    OSENVOR, 
TO   LADY   SUSANNAH  KITZROY. 

y*>  ^  0  0  cruel  Suninnah!  Did 
<{  3*  >'<^"  know  the  full  extent 

3>  r  <(  of  my  mifery,  your  cu- 
^  'V,  riofity   would    die  away, 

i^'^t^^  and  refpeft  my  forrow! 
You  would  not  attempt 
fo  renew  in  my  hesrt  a  pain  too  ex- 
cjnifite  to  be  borne!  Oh,  let  me  not 
call  the  pad  to  my  mind !  my  foul  finks 
at  the  remembrance  of  it.  Five  years 
are  elapfed,  it  is  true  :  time  has  so 
power  over  fufferings  like  mine;  it 
may  have  blunted  their  former  fierce- 
r.efs;  but  they  are  dill  keen,  Hill  into- 
lerable; I  have  no  ftrength  to  fnpport 
them.  You  (ay  I  pine  away.  I  know 
it.  What  is  life  when  deprived  of  the 
only  charm  which  coui<i  make  it  agree- 
able !  Would  I  were  no  more!  1  hat 
at  this  very  moment  death  would  fwec^ 
me  away!  Religion  flops  my  arni; 
nay,  your  friendftiip  is  a  comfort  I 
enjoy  in  the  midft  of  grief,  trouble;, 
and  defpair.  When  I  fee  you,  I  am  lefs 
unhappy.  You  are,  tome,  like  a  fire 
day  to  the  difpiriled  feamen,  after  a 
night  of  Itorm;  you  enliven  my  fpirits, 
and  fometimes  force  a  fmileon  my  lips; 
but,  when  abfcnt,  memory  betrays  me 
again  into  the  feeling  of  my  wretch;d- 
xiefs;  I  have  then  no  other  company 
than  my  thoughts,  and  thcfe  thoughts 
sue  a  perpetual  tof ment. 


Sufannah  !  infift  no  more  to  know  a 
fecret  which  mull:  be  buried  with  me  in 
the  grave  !  it  would  be  too  painful  to 
relate.  If  you  love  me,  demand  not 
what  I  wlfli  to  grant,  but  indeed 
cannot,  without  being  a  prey  to  the 
molt  torturing  agony.  Abufe  not  tliy 
power  over  thy  Henrietta.     Adieu! 


LE.TTER     II. 

O  lonfrer  will  I  deny  your  en- 
treaties; your  friendfhip  deferves 
a  facrifice:  I  will  make  it  in  your 
favour,  dear  Sufannah;  I  will  forget 
myfelf.  You  fliall  know  every  anec- 
dote of  my  life;  the  hillory  of  evcrv 
thought,  and  of  every  feeling.  I  will 
hide  nothing  from  you.  Selt-love  I 
fliall  notliiKn  lo;  truth  will  guide  my 
pen.     Adieu. 


LETTER     III. 

HA  PP  I  LY  bleft  with  a  fenfiWe 
mother,  the  dawn  of  my  infancy 
announced  accomplifhments  which  fince 
have  obtained  your  applaufes,  and  the 
praifes  of  men.  Under  the  care  of 
Mrs.V'erman,  the  fufccptibility  cf  my 
mind,  like  marble  under  the  chiflcl  of 
Phidias,  received  themoftexquifue  form 
which  talte  and  judgment  can  give.  At 
fixteen,  very  few.vere  the  talents  I  did 
not  poffefs;  very  few  the  .'citnces  iij 
which  I  was  not  an  adept.  The  know- 
ledge of  the  human  heart  Shikef'p'are 
B  diiplayti 
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HENRIETTA, 


3ifplayed  to  mc:  his  works,  and  the 
Speflator,  taught  me  to  think  and  to 
compare.  The  power  of  the  pailions 
I  learned  in  ancient  and  modem 
hiftory ;  their  eff"c»5ls  filltd  my  foul 
with  apprehenfion  and  diffiJence;  hut 
when  Nature  began  to  bring  fiTth  their 
dormant  feed  in  my  heart,  I  trembled 
and  (hviddeied  at  their  oppulition  to  the 
religious  law.  However  ftrong  the 
imprefTion  we  imbibe  in  the  carlieft 
time  of  life,  and  fincere  our  refolution 
is  never  to  aiterthem,  the  p^ifions  will 
talk,  and  filence  reafon.  '1  his  truth 
I  have  experienced.  Though  prepared, 
and  in  arms  againft  the  rtrduftions  of 
pride  and  ambition,  I  have  been  fub- 
dued,  and  their  flave.  Would  I  had 
been  born  in  a  lonely  coit:ige,  far 
from  men,  and  free  from  knowledge ! 
I  triified  to  Reafon  for  the  confjUert  of 
plealure;  fool  that  I  was  not  to  know 
fhefpoke  andaflcd  like  a  coward,  leem- 
in^Iy  ready  to  engage,  though  deter- 
mined ic  fly  I 


LETTER     IV. 

WTIEN,  from  the  involuntary 
pintings  of  my  bolom,  Mrs. 
Verman  difcovered  that  my  heart  be- 
gan to  beat  to  dcfire,  fhe  renewed  her 
fatirc  on  man.  I  liftentd;  butllill  my 
heart  beat,  and  the  inonlter  man  gave 
the  impulCe. 

Like  the  child  who,  attrafled  by  the 
beauty  of  a  rofe,  advances  tagerly  his 
hand  to  pltitk  it  up,  and  ft>rgets  the 
thorn  vvliich  lies  ur,<icr  it,  we  wtlcome 
the  flattering  l'enl'v.\icn,  totally  ncg- 
Jeflful  cf  the  evils  it  may  bnn.-  upon 
us.  Oui  fenfes  puticalon  to  defiance; 
we  only  thiik  when  pain  or  furrow 
Warns  us  of  our  imprudence. 

1  he  frightful  picture  my  mother 
drew  of  man,  however  true  in  reljiett 
to  Ijis  political  life,  my  heart  thought 
f.ilfc  in  his  chara^ir  ot  a  lover.  This 
charafler  nature  formed  with  inge-. 
nuity:  it  is  as  inconljlknt  with  falle- 
hood  as  the  wit  ot  Lady  Waldegruve 
wiih  impertinence  and  foppeiy.  Edu- 
cation changes  not  the  cal  feelings  of 
the  human  heart.  Sci.timents  vary  not 
.Jike  opmions. 

lylrs.  Verman  oppolcd  her  experience 
to  my  iud,^ii.eiu.  *  You  exptit.'  laid 
flic  to  mc  «nc  day,  '  to  be  Icvcd  lor 


*  yourfelf;  that  the  man  who  will  tell 

*  ycu  of  his  paflion  will  not  feign  it, 
'  This  error  has  caufed  the   ruin    of 

*  many  virtuous,   unliifpecling  maids; 

*  it  leaves  them  defcnceiels  againft  the 
'  attacks  of  their  ungeneious  enemy.' 
And  then  flic  acquainted  me  with  the 

characlcr  of  a  S h,  a  R — y,  and  of 

a  hundred  more,  who,  under  tiie  mafk 
of  love  ancL  friendftiip,  talked  inno- 
cence '.nto  credulity,  only  to  abufe,  and 
then  to  abandon  her  to  infamy  and  dc- 
Tpair. 

Such  a  corruption  in  the  manners  of 
men  in  the  highert  life,  I  would  hardly 
believe.  What  was  I  to  think  of  the 
reft  of  mankind,  when  thofe  born  to  be 
an  example  of  honour  and  virtue  weie 
living  devotees  to  vice  and  perjury  ? 
Where  are  we  to  lock  for  truth  ar.d  in- 
tegiity  ?  Thefe  inftancesof  open  rrcfli- 
gacy  made  me  fearful:  for  a  long  tune 
I  hated  tjie  light  of  men,  and  fought 
but  in  iiiyfelf  tor  happinefs. 

At  eighteen,  fpite  cf  lighs,  oglings, 
whil'perings,  and  pubiick  homage  of  a 
crowd  of  adorers,  mj'  heart  was  my 
own;  it  was  not  to  continue  any  longer 
piflive  under  the  load  of  indifference. 
The  hour  came  when  I  yielded  to  the 
enchanting  paflTion;  when  both  love  and 
nature,  fpringing  up  a  new' life  in  me, 
their  charms  filenced  my  fears,  and 
painted  man  as  a  friend. 


LETTER     V. 

MRS.  Verman  and  I  were  on  a 
vifit  at  an  alderman's  in  the  city, 
when  a  young  gentleman  of  the  moft 
agreeable  countenance  entered  the  room 
with  the  familiar  fteps  ot  friendftiip. 
Lady  Bennet,  the  milhefs  of  thehoufe, 

firefcnted  him  to  us  as  a  near  relation 
aiely  come  from  Germany.  A  falute 
w;s  given;  but  not  received  without  a 
half  bhilh,  the  natuiai  ti\\£i  of  the 
concern  forced  by  him  in  my  breatt. 
Never  bclurc  had  I  leen  fine  features 
and  mcdettv  fo  happily  blended:  he 
looked  as  if  inlciifilile  ol  his  perlbnal 
advantages;  and  talked  not  to  be  ad- 
mired, but  to  plcafe. 

Lady  Rennet  appeared  fo  fcr.fibly 
proud  of  Laving  Inch  a  nephew,  that, 
my  aitcntion  iacrcafing  in  proportion 
to  her  tltccm  of  him,  1  thcu';ht  him 
the  molt  accompli flied  young  man   I 

had 


COUNTESS    OSENVOR. 


had  ever  bthelil,     '  It  is  not  podible,'     judsjment  he  laid  to  the  account  of  my 


faid  I  to  myfclf,  *  that  a  bale  ioiil  cnn 

•  be  lodged  in  lb  pcifeft  a  body  !  No  ! 
'  his  heart  mull  p-.irt.ikc  of  the  cxcel- 
'   lency  of  his  perfon  !      Happy  will  be 

*  the  woman  he  fluiil  love!'  After  iliis 
private  foliloquy,  whole  fenfe  I  took 
cure  not  to  tru(l  to  my  eye,  le(t  it's  dif- 
covery  fliould  weaken  the  few  charms 
I  pofTtHed,  I  played  the  woman,  and 
aiSied  the  very  revcrii:  of  what  I 
thought. 

I   know,  Snfannah,  tliat  too  eafy  a 
conqiielt  is  difUaincd  ;  and  that,  oftcncr 


heart:  he  thought  me  the  more  pre. 
pofltfled,  as  I  was  the  Itfs  rational. 
This  idea  deadened  his  vivacity  ;  he 
anfwered  a  No  for  a  Yes;  and  fome 
traces  of  fadnefs  were  vifible  on  his 
face.  A  fide- glance  I  darted  at  him 
told  me  his  nneahncrs;  and  my  heart 
pinted  with  joy  at  the  difcovery.  Fear- 
ful lell  pride  only  (liould  have  worked 
Mr.  Romncy  into  a  rcvtrleand  ablcnce 
of  mind,  I  artfully  lup,)orteu  the  foji's 
imagination  with  finiks  of  content.  He 
had  a  fine  voice  :   this  he  hinted  to  me; 


than  onr  beauty,  the  ghry  of  warming      and,  indeed,  he  exceeded  my  expefla 


an  inlenfible  heart  enflames  a  man  to 
tlie  etithulialm  of  love.  All  pillions 
are  fed  only  liy  difficulties.  A  good 
under  your  hand  palls  prefently  your 
defires.  Life  would  be  a  torment,  could 
we  enjoy  as  Toon  as  we  wi(h 


tions.  «  You  fliould  always  fing,  and 
'  not  talk  !'  This  I  half  whifpered  to 
him  :  the  man  took  it  for  a  compli- 
ment, bowed,  and  thanked  me. 

Women,  Sui'annah,  are  better  hypo- 
crites than  the  moft  refined  courtiers. 


The  civilities  of  Mr.  Romney  (fuch      Ambition  may  he  ealily  leen  throu'Tn, 


was  the  gentleman's  name)  were  not, 
for  an  hour,  fixed  to  any  particular  ob- 
jc(5l :  he  divided  his  attention  between 
two  young  ladies  and  me;  and  neither 
of  us  had  to  boalt  his  parti.ility.  My 
priile  called  his  behaviour  injiiftice,  and 
made  me  lefolve  on  revenge.  A  city 
fop,  the  moft  unaccountable  and  ridi- 
culous animal  upon  earth,  mimickin 


their  boalkd  love  of  independence;  but 
pafTions  lie  buried  in  our  iiearts,  as 
(ilent  as  the  dead  in  their  graves.  Un- 
der the  cloak  of  n  natur:ii  levity,  I  con- 
cealed from  every  eye  the  inclination  I 
began  to  feci  ;  while  Mr.  Romney's 
impatient  ingenuity  fp  ke  his  foul  iti 
every  motion.  There  1  read,  I  was 
the  woman    he    loved !    This   intelli- 


the  airs  of  a  courii^rr,  had  impertinently     gence  changed  not  my  plan  :  prudence 


leaned  upon  the  back  of  my  chair,  and 
whifpered  a  praife  on  my  perfon;  nay, 
fwo.e  he  would  belt  ten  to  one  in  fa- 
vour of  my  charms  againft  all  the  wo- 
men in  England.  This  man,  vv^)om 
I  had  not  deigned  to  anfwer,  continu- 
ing to  pclter  me  with  his  affiduity,  I 
dilfembied  my  diflike,  and  dropped  a 
few  words  which  fixed  him  by  me. 
His  dear  felf  importance  was  fo  plealt;d 
with  the  diftiniStion  I  paid  him,  that, 
in  the  height  cf  his  gratitude,  he  dif- 
played  all  his  borrowed  wit,  and  did 
not  think  it  loft  upon  me. 

A  fool  will  fometimes  be  diverting, 
Sui'annah:  the  impertinencies  the  fel- 
low uttered  had  a  novelty  which  amul- 
ed  me;  like  the  tittle- tattle  of  children, 
tliey  were  fo  extravagantly  mixed  with 
a  few  tallies  of  good  fenfe,  that  my 
wonder  at  that  cuiious  piece  of  folly 
gave  me  precilely  the  looks  I  wanted 
to  humble  Mr.  Romney. 


told  me  to  be  fall'e ;   and  I  continued 
the  deceit. 


LETTER     VL 


A  General  fiience,  anc 
ings,    having    fucc 


d  a  few  yawn- 
cceedcd  to  the 
eulogiums  bellowed  on  Mr.  Lewis's 
voice,  cards  were  propofed,  as  tne  I'ole 
means  not  to  feel  the  v/eight  of  time, 
the  mortal  enemy  of  the  idle  and  itu- 
pid.  Then  Mr.  Romney  drew  ne^r 
me,  opened  his  lips,  :ind,  with  a  ligh, 
clofed  them  again.  Unwilling  to  hear 
what  1  already  knew,  left  my  fenfibility 
(hould  betray  me,  1  aroit;,  curtlicd,  anil 
went  to  the  whift- table. 

In  vain  did  Mr.  Romney  endeavour 
to  truft  my  ear  with  the  tale  of  his 
woe  ;  in  vain  did  he  exprefs  in  his  eyss 
the  fecret  of  his  heart :  I  frio-ned  nei- 
ther to  hear,  nor  to  fee.     Aly  gaiety 


A  man,  however  modeft,  is  not  dead     contrafted  his  languiihing  looks;'  and. 


to  the  defile  of  being  eftecmed ;  he  ne 
ceflariiy  knows  his  luperiority  when  in 
oppofitioii  to  a  fop.  My  behaviour 
Mr.  Komney  felt.    The  eiror  of  my 


though  extremely  delighted,  he  cou!d 
not  difTemble  his  pallion  :  not  once  Jid 
he  catch  in  my  features  the  fatisfacliou 
I  enjoyed. 

B  a  <  So 


lO 


HENRIETTA, 


*  Sohar.Jfome;  yet  Co  indifferent" 

I  turned  my  head,  frowned,  and  carc- 
lefsly  attended  to  my  game. 

*  Indifferent!  I  was  wrong! — Mr. 
«  Lewis  is  the  man!' 

*  Trump!'  exclaimed  I;  and  I  played 
the  ace  of  diamonds.  Mr.  Romney 
returned  to  the  chimney-coiner;  but 
rot,  however,  before  he  had  compli- 
mented me  with — '  1  have  fcen  you  !   I 

•  am  undone !' 

Give  a  child  the  toy  belongs  for,  he 
will  throw  it  afide,  and  wi(h  foranother; 
deny  it  to  him,  you  will  enhance  it's 
•value,  and  endear  it  to  his  fancy.  Thus 
man  muft  be  treated,  or  diljguft  will 
follow  his  enjoyment. 

My  fop,  and  my  difcrefion,  helped 
me  the  whole  evening  againlt  the  at- 
tacks of  my  already  enamoured  heart. 
It's  emotions — guells  I  never  had  en- 
tertained before — I  treated  with  the  fa- 
miliarity of  habit;  and  not  once  Mr. 
Romney,  though  watching  attentively 
every  fmile,  and  every  word,  could  fu- 
fpefl  his  power  over  me. 

DifTiniulation  I  difcarded  when  I 
came  home. 

*  How  do  you  like  Lady  Bennet's 

*  nephew,  Heniietta?'  alked  Mrs.  Ver- 
man. 

That  queftion  1  anfwered  with  fin- 
cerity.  My  mother  had  too  much  ex- 
perience not  to  difcover  a  lover  in  my 
prailes  of  Mr.  Romney. 

<  I  own,'  laid  fhe,  with  a  fneer,  '  tliat 

*  he  may,  at  a  lirft  fight,  prejudice  in 

*  his  favour.     'Were  the  virtues  of  a 

•  man  centered  in  an  exquifitely-made 

*  fhape  and  comely  prefence,  he  would 

•  certainly  dd'erve  the  eulogiums  you 

•  hnve  laviflied  upun  him  ;   but,  Mifs, 

•  tliefe  ate  too  often  the  deluding  quali- 

•  ties  under  which  arc  concealed  vice 

•  and  folly.     Study  the  charafler  be- 

*  foie  you   judge  of  the  man  :   not  to 

•  your  heart,  but  to  your  reafon,  apply 

*  for  tile  knowledge  of  mankind.    The 

*  old  woman  vfhom  you  miltook  once 
«  at  the  opera  for  a  beauty,  fo  much 
'  al;ered  by  patches  and  paint  her  fea- 

*  tuirs  were,  is  the  pi61ure  of  all  the 

•  objtfts" before  you.     The  fcnfcs  are 

*  not  thr  judges  of  truth.' 

And  then,  fixing  her  eyes  upon 
mint— 

«  As  Mr.  Romney  is  but  an  acquain- 
'  tance,  your  good  opinion  ot  him  is 
«  »i.  narmlcl's   error,     II  matters  not 


*  what  you   think    of   people   in   fii» 
'  fituation  of  life,  fince  it  is  not  amonv;it 

*  them  you  are  to  lock   for  a  friend, 

*  crahulband.     My  Henrietta  is  wor- 

*  thy  of  a  nobler  fate.' 

The  fenl'e  of  this  fpeech  told  fo  ex- 
prefsly  that  rtie  would  not  favour  iny 
new  inclination,  that  I  immediately  de- 
clared her  views  for  my  eftablilhment 
were  the  more  agresable;  that  they 
perfectly  coincided  with  n:y  ambition, 
and  would  contribute  to  her  happinels. 
So  ea(y  and  naiural  was  the  tone  of  my 
Voice,  that  the  fufpicious  Mrs.  Verman 
doubted  not  my  verscity:  file  embraced 
me;  and,  a  few  minutes  after,  I  retired 
to  my  apartment. 


LETTER     VIL 

I  Was  no  fooner  alone  than  I  reflefled 
on  tiie  inconriftt;ncy  of  our  paf- 
fions.  My  mother  loved  me  with  the 
utmoft  tcnderiiefs,  yet  could  not  think 
to  fee  me  happy  but  in  her  own  way: 
to  her  feelings  I  was  toch.iin  my  fenfi- 
bility;  and,  at  the  impetuous  feafon  of 
dehres,  adopt  the  cool  reafon  of  a  wo- 
man of  forty.  A  nobleman  for  her 
fon-in-law  was  the  re.il  caufe  of  her 
unceafing  fondnefs.  What  fondnefa 
is  that  which  my  oppofition  -to  her 
choice  would  have  eafily  changed  into 
hatred  ?  It  was  too  evident  fhe  loved 
me  but  for  herfclf.  This  thought  made 
me  not  forget  the  benefits  I  had  re- 
ceived from  her:  I  remembered,  with 
gratitude,  the  peculiar  care  fhe  had 
taken  of  my  education.  To  her  I  was 
indebted  for  every  quality  I  had  to 
boaft  :  but  was  1,  in  her  hands,  like  a 
curious  piece  of  mechanifm  in  thole  of 
an  ingenious  artift,  to  be  made  ufe  of 
only  for  her  perfonal  advantage?  Both 
my  heart  and  reafon  exclaimed  a  '  No!' 
I  could  not  think  to  be  led  forcibly  to 
the  arms  of  an  undeferving  hufbund, 
like  the  unfortunate  viftims  of  the 
French  pride,  who,  to  the  everlafting 
difgrace  of  humanity,  are  buried  for 
life  in  the  walls  of  a  convent.  The 
laws  of  Eiiglnnd  are  the  friends  of  Na- 
ture: we  deteft  the  inhuman  facrifice* 
fhe  is  perpetually  compelled  to  make  r.\ 
thecountiies  governed  by  ignorance, 
dcfpotifm,  and  fuperftition! 

1  relblved,  Sufannah,  on  attempting 
to  eiafe  from  my  heart  the  memory  of 

Mv. 


COUNTESS    OSEN^VOR. 
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Mr.  Romrev;  (it  was  all  filial  duty 
could  lequiif  ircin  mr)  and  on  lovinfr, 
if  the  attempt  proved  umuccersful. 
This  dctcrmiiintu)n  calmed  my  mind, 
and  Killed  inc  to  icll. 


LETTER     VIII. 

MY  fiift  thought,  when  I  awoke, 
was  about  Mr.  Romncy;  and 
alinoll  half  an  hour  was  devottd  to 
liim  :  I  could  not  help  it.  The  ntxt 
reverie  was  on  the  means  to  reconcile 
niy  moihcr's  peace  with  my  own  ;  and 
this,  to  my  forrow,  could  notbeefiefted 
without  hypocrify.  I  had  too  much 
virtue  to  be  tiuc  at  the  expc r.ce  of  ht- r 
happinefs:  helides,  I  flatiereJ  inyfclf 
that  the  prefent  advantages  rel'uhing 
from  a  man  Inge  with  a  nnn  of  Mr. 
Komney's  foriur.t;,  would  overbalance 
the  brilliant  uncertainty  (he  fed  her 
imagination  with.  From  a  woman, 
witii  whofe  ambitious  diCpolition  I  was 
perfeflly  acquainie<l,  it  was  n<jt  wife  to 
expc(5l  luch  a  (acrifice.-  but  fne  was  my 
mother;  I  hated  to  think  her  impru- 
dent and  ungenerous. 

#         # 

MR5.  Verman  took  me  into  her 
clofet  after  breakfalK  The  air  of  m yf- 
tery  (he  had  iilTumed  when  fhc  bid  me 
follow  her,  and  tiie  orders  (he  gave  not 
to  be  interrupted,  announcing  plainly 
the  fubjeft  of  her  converfatioiv,  I  pot 
myfelf  on  my  guard,  and  defied  her  l"a- 
gaciiy. 

'  Sit  down,  Henrietta;  and   liften, 

*  not  to  a  mother,  but  a  friend,  who 
'  knows  the  world,  and  will  not  deceive 

*  you. 

'  Yon  are  at  an  age  when   the  paf- 

*  fions,  commanding  an  abfolute  obe- 

*  dience  to  their  dictates,    throw    the 

*  head  into  confufion,  and  blind  our 
'  un<lerftanding.  Once  the  flaves  of 
'  defire,  it  is  not  in   our  power  to  re- 

*  move  the  veil  fpread  between  realon 
'  and  us.  To  free  you  from  the  danger 

*  of  fuch  a  fituation  is  my  duty. 

*  The^ingcniiity  of  youth  is  an  ene- 

*  my  to  their   happinels:  like  honour 

*  in  the  man  who  wants  to  be  prefer- 

*  red,  it  is  a  weapon  we  furnifh a  villain 
'  with  againii  ourlelves;   a  weapon  the 

*  more  fecure  in  his  hand,  as  our  liearts 
'  are  inceflantly  expofed  to  the  blow  it 

*  ftrikes. 


*  Confider  mankind  unicr  the  two 
claff.s  of  knaves  ^nd  fouls.  Ho-.vevei* 
fhockmg  this  aflTiriion  may  be  to 
your  good-nature,  believe  it  true. 
The  principles  of  e<h)cation  are  never 
fo  dtreply  rooted,  hut  th?y  fooner  or 
later  give  way  lothe  maxims  of  the 
focicty  we  live  in.  Had  you,  with  the 
eye  of  a  philofopher,  ob.'en-ed  the  ac- 
tions of  the  peiions  vou  have  vifited, 
heard,  and  convciCcd  with,  you  woniJ 
haveea(ilydi(tin?uilhed  between  their 
tongues  and  hearts,  thejr  counte- 
nances and  jtid:;mrnt.  Every  ("cn- 
lible  man  oi  woman  .idopts  indift-.- 
rcnily  thi;  charafter  of  thofe  they 
want  to  plenf-  or_  deceive.  As  vir- 
tue, like  the  laniTuage  of  a  pedanticic 
fellow,  is  entirely  out  of  falluon  with 
the  polite  world,  and  this  polite  world 
contains  the  very  choice  of  a  nation, 
we  readily  anint  to  their  opinions, 
rather  than  to  he  laughed  at,  and 
ranked  among  the  vulgar.  Thus 
pride  forms  our  Iccond  education  tiie 
more  prevailing  over  the  former,  that 
it  agrees  with  our  dcfircs,  and  favours 
every  paflion. 

'  The  wiiole  end  of  this  life,  Hen- 
rietta, is  to  pals  it  away  in  as  much 
plealure  and  as  little  psius  as  we 
can.  Foriime,  and  a  high  rank,  pro- 
cure US  e\'efy  blils,  when  we  know 
how  to  enjoy  them  :  they  are  t!ie  nru- 
racuious  fpaing  which  wafhes  every 
fault,  and  tvirns  foibles  into  per- 
feftions. 

'  Trurt  to  fcntiincnt  for  happinefs, 
no  more  than  you  would  take  a  blind 
man  tor  your  guide  in  a  thornv  path 
bordered  with  precipices.  Love  is  a 
word  with  which  we  ennoble  the 
wants  of  the  ItnCes.  Did  we  examine 
our  hearts,  an'i  conclude  impartially 
from  their  lo.igings,  we  fliould  own, 
that  mar.  in  eener:d,  and  not  this  or 
that,  IS  tl)eobj'6l  of  our  wiihes.  It 
may  happen,  that  a  fimilarity  af  dif- 
polition  will  caufe  what  thev  call 
fynipathy,  and  fix  our  affcftion*  upon 
one  in  preference  to  another:  but 
tliofe  who  are  well  acquainted  wit\ 
humanity ,  will  convince  you,  Hen- 
rietta, thua  perfeft  harmony,  like  Z 
total  difference  between  two  cha- 
rafters,  is  incomp;ttible  wi;h  real 
happinefs.  Dillike  or  hatred  muft 
be  our  lot,  when  we  can  command 
blifs,  or  cannot  entertain  the  hope  of 
cyer  enjoying  it. 

*  Conftancj 
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•  Conftancv  is  a  forceH  ftste,  wliicli, 

•  lite  a  delirium,   ItippoJes  the  patient 

•  incapable   of   refltfling:      it  cannot 

•  fubfitl  long,   unlefs  tne  pafiions   be 

•  kept  in  a  perpetual  ferment;  and  ex- 

•  perience  tells  us  that  none  ouilive  the 

•  pcffcir.on  of  the  objef^s  we  pant  af- 

•  ter.     This  the  lovers  will  not  lufTer 

•  reafon  todemonlhate,  till  indifference 

•  has  taught  them  their  error. 

*  Fully,   Heniieita,  is   not  peculiar 

•  to   love;    it  belongs  to  every  other 

•  paflion  of  the  heart  and  mind  :  it  is  a 

•  general  difeafe,  more  or  lefs  dar.p;e- 

•  rows,  according  fts  we  are  more  or  ki's 

•  infcfLcd  with  it.* 


LETTER     IX. 

•  ^Tp  H  E  R  E  is  a  foible  in  our  cha- 

X     '  racier, which  owes  it's  birth  to 

•  the  eftablilhn.ent  of  fociety,  and  is 

•  more  powerful  and  lading  than   any 

•  of  the  paflions  we  are  tattd  to  feel  : 

•  that  foible  is  piide;   it  begins  at  the 

•  prime  of  life,  and  var.iflics  only  upon 

•  the  death-bee! ;    nay,  often  furvives 

•  the  horrors  which  then  furrounii  us, 

•  and  reigns  in  the  will  it  diilates.  As 
«  a  Chi  iilian,  I  deleft  ifs  (way :    as  a 

•  woman,  I  yit'.d  to  it.     Rtligion  and 

•  philofophy  avail  not  againft  the  plea- 

•  fure  of  living  in  all  the  luxuriancyof 

•  greatneis    and    independence.     The 
«  fupcriority  of  om  charms  over  tho.'e 

•  of  our  rivals   procures  not  half  the 
«  delight  we  enjoy  in  the  lefpefls  and 

•  compliance  ot  a  world  of  courtiers. 

•  Elegant  equipages,  fumptuous  tables, 

•  coltly  drefits,  and  a  Iplendid  retinur, 

•  leave  not  tor  fouls  the  time  of  think- 

•  ing;  every  fenfe  is  conftantly  grati- 

•  fied  :ind  kept  alive  by  variety,   and 

•  the  brilliant  imagination  of  the  num. 

•  berlefs  flaves,  whofe  only  lludy  is  to 

•  divert  and  to  plenfe. 

•  Pride,   inlttaii  of  decaying,   like 

•  loTC,  is  daily  incrcafing  in  our  hearts: 

•  it   knows    not  the   tranfitions  from 

•  raptures  to  difguft,  but  is  always  new 

•  and  enchanting;    it  has  in  our  old 

•  age  the   fame  diarms  it  pullefltrd  in 

•  our  youth.     Never  an  abatement  is 

•  fenfible  in  the  tranfports  it  caules. 

♦  The  wife,  Henrii.tta,  believe  not  in 

•  the  reality  of  love;  but  all  agree  that 

•  pride  exills  naturally  :  thty  tcmpaie 

•  the  man  we  prefer  to  a  filk  we  churc 

•  amongil  a  thoufaud  at  Van  Somracrsj 


rather  as  the  effcfl  of  ihc  nece i1i(y  of 
making  a  choice  than  of  the  refolves 
of  our  tarte  and  judgment.  That 
man  and  that  filk  iiave  the  fame  fate; 
it  is  needlcfs  to  tell  you  the  confc- 
quence. 

'  Vour  beauty  and  accomplifhmcnts 
call  daily  the  homages  of  men  in  the 
highelt  life:  by  them  only  arc  you 
elleemed  at  your  real  value.  Like  an 
excellent  p',51uie  from  the  Roman 
fehool,  which  is  unnoticed  by  the 
ignorant,  and  admired  by  the  vir- 
tuol'o,  you  arc  praifed  by  the  great, 
the  fole  connoifieurs  in  v.it,  tr.lcnts, 
and  fenfibiliiy.  Your  pcrfcclions, 
among  a  lower  clafs"  of  m;<nkind, 
would-be  eiilirely  loft;  and,  perhaps, 
thought  as  many  defers,  I  have 
once  feen  a  favage  fhutiing  his  ears 
to  the  moft  perJccl  harmony;  and 
h.eaid  him  fay  he  could  not  conceive 
v-hal  pleafuic  fnch  a  €onfufion  could 
atf.jrd.  How  many  men  are  like  that 
favage! 

*  Exert  your  reafon,  that  you  may 
not  be  a  dupe  to  your  heart :  look  on 
ail  men  witli  indiffcrei^.ce,  and  leave 
to  pride  tliC  difpolal  of  your  hand. 
This  foible  once  laiisfied,  life  is  a 
continual  fcene  of  blifs.' 


LETTER     X. 

THE  manner  of  delivery,  and  tlie 
art  of  the  fpeaker,  convince  of- 
lerer  than  the  reafons  with  which  he 
iietends  his  opinion.  Our  vanity,  a- 
larmed  at  the  fuperioriiy  he  may  gain, 
is  ever  ready  to  oppofe  the  latter  ;  but 
our  hearts  are  eafily  fubdued  by  the 
former.  Truth  and  falrtiood  art 
equally  credited  when  the  orator  talks 
to  our  palfions,  and  not  to  our  under- 
Itanding. 

Mr.  Romney  had  not  made  fnch  nn 
impredion  upon  me  as  to  make  me  in- 
fenfiblc  of  the  real  advantages  inherent 
in  titles  and  grandeur:  ihefe  1  had 
been  longaccuttomed  tocoiifider  as  the 
rightsof  beauty ;  and  my  imagination, 
more  than  once,  had  enjoyed  all  their 
charms.  The  panegynck  Mrs.  Ver- 
man  made  of  thtm  awakened  my  am- 
bition, and  lorced  a  fmiie  from  my 
lips. 

My  mother,  attentive  to  my  mo- 
tions, gucffed  the  approbation  my  heart 
gave. 

•  lam 


COUNTESS    OSENVOR. 


•  I  im  st'^^>  Henrietta,  that  it  is  in 
your  power  to  tictcimine  for  youi  (cif. 
The  woman  who  liltens  to  the  infi. li- 
ons language  of  palfion,  like  the  re - 
ligiovis  cnthufult,  is  a  laiire  on  hu- 
man leaf.jn.  Continue  to  be  cool, 
and  not  miftake  illnfion  for  reality: 
one  error  is  the  fjiiing  of  tlioiira\uls. 
From  the  emotions  your  (bul  is  at- 
feileH  with,  form  not  yonr  judgment 
of  them  :  thfcre  are  hours  when  we 
are  abfoiiuely  unable  to  compare  and 
to  jud^e.  The  pallions  inebriate  tlic 
foul:  at  that  time,  tike  thofe  of  the 
man  intoxicated  with  liquor,  her  fa- 
culties are  in  a  total  incrtnefs,  or  in 
a  deadly  agony. 

'  Trult  to  me  your  feelings,  Hen- 
rietta, wiien  their  novelty  will  Itrikc 
you}  I  will  then  tell  you  their  na- 
ture, and  adminifter  their  antidote. 
A  diftempL-r,  though  ever  Co  bad,  is 
eafily  removed,  wlien,  at  it's  firlt  ap- 
pearance, a  Ikilful  phylician  is  called; 
buT,  if  we  leave  the  cure  to  time,  or 
our  own  abilities,  it  makes  fuch  a 
progrcl's  as  to  defy  art  and  expe- 
rience.' 


LETTER     XL 

MY  inclination  for  Mr.  Romney, 
Sulannr^h,  enc^aged  not  upon 
*qual  terms  with  my  felf-love:  as  rea- 
dily did  I  at  ialt  acknowledpje  the  au- 
thority of  Mrs.  Verman's  counfels,  as 
if  he  had  been  an  abfohite  ftranger  to 
fne.  No  reliftance  of  auy  moment  was 
made  :  although  the  firft  oulet  had  an- 
iiovmccd  viftory,  it  was  not  Supported; 
and  my  nioth»rr's  triumph  was  com- 
pleat.  I  blulhed  at  the  furprize  of  my 
ienles,  and  told  hci  the  power  of  their 
ilKiiions  over  my  jud^-^'neiit. 

*   I  wonder  not,  Hentietti,  at  your 

*  having  l>cen  moved  by  the  prefence 

*  of  an   handfome  maw.     Beauty,  in 

*  both    (Vxes,   has   irrtfiiilble  charnis  j 

*  the  fenlations  it  gives  are  as  pleafipg 

*  a?  natural ;    but  it  is  like  a  rofe  we 
••  fmell|    like    a   melodious    voice   we 

*  hear;  whilft  we  breathe  the  perfume, 

*  or  lilten,  we  forget  the  thcrn,  and 

*  want  of  talle. 
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'  I  do  not  intend  to  make  the  fatire 
of  Mr.  Romnt-y  :  he  may  p  jir-rs  as 
noble  a  foul  as  his  (hapc  is  (■•icellent, 
he  endowed  with  every  virtue,  anci 
ddViving  of  your  love  and  ellecin; 
liut  he  m  IV  alio  be  the  revei  fc  of  what 
I  fuppoic  him  to  be.  Were  I  to  judTc 
of  him  from  the  education  he  has 
received,  and  the  unfxpe(ned  turn  of 
fortune  vvhicli  made  his  father  rich, 
and  enables  him  to  gratify  every  call 
of  his  palFions,  I  might,  without  in- 
juring his  ciiarafter,  be  jntjudicid 
againft  him  :  he  looks  grave  and  fe- 
date,  it  is  true;  but  no  mien  whatcvi-r 
is  a  proof  of  our  wifdom  and  mo- 
rality. 'I'iie  real  inclinations  of  men 
and  women  I  do  not  fcarch  for  in 
their  air,  lince  fathlon  and  want  have 
made  us  a  neceflTty  of  being  falfc- 
You  will  tell  mc  that  Mr.  Rumney, 
not  having  been  brought  up  within 
the  atmoCphere  of  St.  Jan:i>;s's,  has 
not  perhaps  adopted  the  polite  vices 
of  a  courtier.  It  is  an  error,  Hen- 
rietta :  thele  vices  are  not  tlie  pro- 
perty of  the  great ;  their  refinements, 
I  own,  nobody  has  but  themfelves. 
None,  with  fuch  a  good  grace,  will 
tell  a  lie;  will  carefs  a  man  into  the 
belief  of  their  friendfliip  whilft  they 
folicit  his  difgracej  and  pant  for 
pleaiurcs  they  cannot  enjov  without 
violating  tive  laws,  or  driving  a  whole 
family  todefpair.  Thele  advantages 
are  the  efTcits  of  a  long  hshit,  and 
the  noble  airuranc3  peculiar  to  liigh 
birth  and  power*.  If  you  except  the 
heroifm  of  being  openly  a  delft,  a 
libertine,  and  an  adulterer,  you  will 
find  thatalmoftevery  indn-ldual  in  the 
fociety  is  tainted  v/ith  the  fame  vices 
and  follies.  Fear  hides  the  corrupted 
heart  of  a  commoner;  to  that  onir 
you  may  afcribe  the  appearance  of 
more  virtue  in  the  citizen  than  in  the 
man  of  the  world.  Since,  then,  Hen- 
rietta, you  cannot  flatter  yourfelf  to 
know  the  man  of  true  honour  amongft 
a  thou  (and  Iiypociitf-s,  would  you 
hefifate  in  the  choice  of  an  hufband? 
With  the  great  you  will  be  cenfured, 
but  refpefted  :  the  fplcen  of  the  ple- 
beian, raifed  by  their  fuperiority  over 
him,  never  goes  fo  far  as  to  annihilate 


*  Like  me,  the  reader  muft  take  this  for  a  fatire  rather  than  for  Mrs.  Vcrman's  real 
•opinion:  though  feemingiy  in  earned,  flit  had  too  much  fenfe  not  to  know  the  errors  fhe 
commended.  Had  flic  painted  them  to  her  liaughter  under  their  true  coIouiSj  ihe  v.ould 
jut  have  a&sd  the  part  Qic  vwloi  to  £ts(oun> 

'  bit 


H 


HENRIETTA, 


his  fervilitv;  he  murmurs,  fhakes 
his  chain,  but  continues  the  (lavs.  A 
I'alfe  Itep  in  a  woman  of  the  city  ex- 
pofes  her  to  coiuempt  and  mifery;  in 
a  ladv  it  is  called  gailaiury,  and  an- 
noyiices  to  the  pu'olick  her  beauty 
and  merit.  For  one  hufband,  un- 
fafhionable  enci'^o  to  take  the  alarm, 
arwl  lut'  for  a  divorce,  hundreds  lang:h 
at  a  difo^race  they  cotiid  not  avoid, 
or  feein  not  to  know  it.  An  amia- 
ble companion,  rather  than  a  faithful 
wife,  is  the  tafte  of  the  great.  Sen- 
fible  that  fentinient  has  it's  ebb  and 
flow,  tiiev  do  not  require  a  conllancy 
which  their  reafon  proves  to  them  to 
be  1  chimera,  t!ie  hobby- horfe  of  the 
fools  and  humble  tr:<Jermen.  Such 
an  enlightened  indiftVrence  you  can- 
nct  expcfi  from  the  latter:  their 
bate-bom  (buls  me  e;uirely  taken  up 
with  the  ideas  of  order  and  decency; 
wliich,  among  the  polite,  are  but  as 
many  incentives  to  enjoy. 

*  Your  virtue,  Henrietta,  needs  not 
this  pii5\ure  to  determine  your  choice 
in  favour  of  men  of  quality.  I  am 
confcious  you  deteft  the  thought  of 
ever  alnifmg  the  man  you  will  blefs 
with  your  h.md;  but  what  in  one  hour 
appears  impofii^ile  to  happen,  may  in 
the  next,  by  ti-.e  power  of  circum- 
flanccs,  come  to  pafs.  Did  a  young 
man,  of  a  ger.erou&difpohtion,  thii-.k 
he  vsouid  rob,  :it  fifty,  his  country- 
men of  fcvcral  millions  r  No!  it  is 
Fortune's  fault;  the  temptations  fiie 
laid  before  iiim  were  too  ftiong  for 
his  virtue;  he  could  not  portibly  re- 
fill, and  thcjefjic  turned  a  plunderer 
and  a  villain. 

♦  No  man,  no  woman,  premeditates 
a  rrirre  in  cool  blood  :  lo  long  as  vve 
reafon  we  abhor  it;  but  when  paflTion 
takes  the  fway,  it  lofos  all  it's  hor- 
rors i  and  ten  to  one  we  commit  it. 
Like  the  talents  of  a  general,  which 
are  not  generally  ellettned  before  be 
nicets  and  defeats  an  enemy  as  brave 
as  himfclf,  oui-  virtues  are  abfo- 
lutely  unknown  -ill  we  have  oppofed 
the  fed u£lions  of  defue,  and  con- 
quered,' 

LETTER     XII. 

TH  K  tnaxims  of  Mrs,  Verman, 
though  moft  of  them  the  contrail 
cf  herconducland  of  my  way  of  think- 
wj,  plcaftd  my  miad,  and  oblitcrauJ 


the  charms  of  Mt.  Rsmney.  So  cooT 
were  her  contempt  of  the  citizen,  and 
her  efteem  of  the  great,  that  mv  theory 
in  the  knowledge  of  mankind  yieldeif 
readily  to  the  authoritv  of  her  practical 
experience.  How  could  I  milirud  her 
alTirtions,  when  the  life  (he  had  led 
among  the  different  clafTes  of  men  hid 
needs  taught  her  their  real  worth  ? 
Books  tell  not  the  pallions  of  men  Co 
well  as  a  conltant  intercourfe  with 
them  :  a  few  days  of  familiar  conver- 
fation  betray  a  heart  which  the  hillory 
of  it's  feelings  does  not  alwavs  unfold. 
Too  often  does  an  author  millake  his 
own  aiTcdlions  for  thofe  of  the  peifon- 
figes  he  gives  a  part  to  perform  in  the 
novel  he  writes  ;  too  often  is  he  a  (lave 
to  prejudice,  and  draws  a  falfe  picture. 
For  oneMontelquieu  who  compofes  for 
the  men  of  all  nations,  how  many  only 
for  the  fociety  they  live  io  !  The  (;in)e 
partiality  which  guides  the  pen  of  po- 
litical writers,  you  eafily  difcovcr  ii\ 
thole  of  the  memoirs  which  aie  daily 
publilhed  :  to  them  both  might  be  jiill- 
ly  applied  the  following  French  line 
for  a  device — 

lilrs  nous  ct  not  amis,  nul  naura  de  Af/rhe. 

My  mot'.ier's  conycrfation  rellorfd 
the  calm  to  my  heart.  If  I  thought  of 
?vlr.  Romney,  it  was  only  with  the  half 
pleafure  we  feel  at  the  fecond  fight  tl' 
a  fine  perfpeflive,  or  the  repetition  of 
a  hon-mot.  Left,  however,  hisprelence 
(hould  revive  the  part  illufion,  and 
wheedle  me  out  of  the  hopes  of  a  gran- 
dcur  I  flattered  mylelf  to  enjoy  one  day, 
I  refolved  on  not  feeing  him.  A  tender 
woman  (hould  never  fuffer  the  vifits  of 
the  man  (he  fears,  when  her  reafon  is 
weak  enough  to  difTcmble  the  reality  of 
the  danger  (lie  runs.  Nature  is  not  an 
enemy  to  be  eafily  conquered  ;  (he 
laughs  at  our  boalled  prudence,  and 
often  defeats  it  at  the  very  minute  we 
arc  the  more  certain  of  our  triumph.  I 
tiufted  not  to  realbn  for  vi<5lory;  but 
<ltfircd  my  mother  to  prevent,  by  her 
care,  the  return  of  a  fentiment,  which, 
as  1  had  once  indulged  it,  might  3gai» 
be  welcome  to  my  heart. 


LETTER     XIII. 


"|\  /TY   confidence  in   Mrs, 


Verman 

idearcd  mc  to  her  5  flic  no  long-* 
ei  lavv  in  Jiic  the  child  (Le  had  born, 

but 
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Imtthe  woman  fhe  l-,ad  educated.  Like 
«lK  a  lump  of  clay,  which  the  ait  of  the 
fculptor  meramorphofcs  into  a  Venus, 
from  lier  I  had  irceived  a  form  which 
fhewed  the  merit  of  the  artift.  J  was  a 
work  her  re.ifon  only  had  to  boaft:  her 
empire  over  my  mind  flattered  her  the 
more,  that  (he  aftViSled  to  have  none  over 
liiy  pei  fun. 

'  1  abjure  the  jwjwcr  which  nature 

*  anil  the  laws  liave  given  me  over  you.' 
I  lid  fbe  told  me  when  t!ic  folidit\  of 
my  jutlgment  anfwere  1  t^T  my  iiilcre- 
tjon — '  I  will  dirtft  your  choice,  but 

*  never  force  mine  upon  you." 
Thus,  Siifannahj  by  ieemingly  leav- 

ing  me  fo  mylclf,  rtie  had  artfully  dii- 
pofed  my  heart  to  feel  agreeably  to  her 
diftates,  and  not  to  perceive  that  I  ail- 
ed as  (hs  pleafed.  I  he  art  of  an  ora- 
tor is  to  arm  the  pnflions  one  againft 
another,  and  appear  rather  to  adopt  tiie 
opinion  of  his  auditors  tlian  to  efta- 
bliih  I'.is  own.  Whoever  knows  how  to 
flatter  our  pride,  is  tlie  matter  of  ou^  af- 
fection :  at  his  voice,  vice  and  virtue, 
wiidom  and  folly,  ch'.nge  their  nature, 
and  obtain  alternately  our  elteem  or 
contempt. 

#        # 

Some  days  paflld  without  my  hear- 
ing from  Mr.  Romney,  I  will  own  to 
you,  that  I  was  not  a  little  piqued  at 
the  indifference  of  a  man  whom  I  had 
thought  deeply  enamoured  of  me.  A-Iy 
pride  hated  to  refleft  on  the  millake  I 
had  made;  and,  far  from  welcoming  this 
new  renudy  againft  him,  I  was  heartily 
vexed  he  himfelf  had  furniftied  n)ewith 
it.  However  determined  not  to  love, 
I  could  not  help  wifl>ing  for  his  tcnder- 
nefs  :  his  infenlibilny  was  a  diigrace  to 
my  charms.  When  their  power  is  in 
quedion,  Sufannah,  what  v/oman  will 
not  refent  tiie  affront,  and  meditate  a 
revenge  ? 

*  I  will  lay  all  the  illufions  of  beauty 

*  in  ambufti  for    him;   and   when   his 

*  heart  h  is  furrendeied,  ti-cai  it  with 
'  all  the  haughtinefs  of  an  offtndtd 
'  conqueror  :  from  me  he  fliall  have  no 
'   mercy  ;   he  fhall  I'u.ffer  all  the  tortures 

*  of  an  unhappy  palfion.' 

1  iiefe  couniels  of  my  indignation  I 
concealed  from  Mrs.  Vcrman,  left  flie 
fliould  point  to  me  the  danger  attached 
to  the  attempt,  and  diifuade  me  fiorn  it. 
JVIore  than  one  iiidil'crect  vain  maid  h-is 
loll  her  liberty,  and  been  chained  with 
t^t;  t$:it£<s  (b«  4e(tined  to  thp  r^bei  vf 


jnfcnfible.  That  truth  glanced  on  my 
niind-5  there  nothing  could  penetrate 
and  fix,  but  the  means  of  gratifying  my 
pride  and  alluiing  my  lucceis. 


LETT  K  R     XIV. 

MRS.  Verman  and  I  were  walk- 
ini;  in  Richmond  P.irk,  when,  at 
lilt  lurning  of  an  i venue,  we  met  viith' 
Lady  Bci:nct.  I  he  hrit  caft  of  my 
eves  WIS  in  fav.  ur  of  her  nephew;  I 
looked  for  iiim,  and  Ijw  him  not.  We 
ha  I  not  beer  Int.y  will.  Lady  iii-nnet, 
before  (be  whfperol  me — 

'  How  cr  ..grined  Mr.  Romney  will 
be,  not  'o  have  attended  me  to  Ricli- 
ffiond,  when  he  hear.'  you  wa>  tlur'-! 
I  i>m  certain  'hit  thepleaA:res  he  has 
been  dclired  to  p.iriake  at  Han.pltead 
will  not  compenfate  for  the  Ids  o£ 
yo\ir  company.' 

'  At  his  age,  Mid^m,  that  lofs  is 
inltnlible.  Young  men,  in  the  midft 
of  their  amufements,  think  not  of 
another  happinels.  N'ery  eafily  can 
he  find  a  woman  more  agreenble  and 
entertaining:  the  affurance  of  the 
contrary  is  only  a  compliment  paid  to 
vanity,  mere  falhionablc  words,  on 
which  realbn  fcts  no  value' 

*  Indeed,  Mifs,  you  wrong  my  ne- 
phew. His  good  lenfc  fcorns  to  tell 
what  he  does  not  think;  never  will 
he  facrifice  troth  to  the  honour  of 
paffing  for  a  polite  man.  He  told 
me  of  his  love  for  you  :  I  anlwer  for 
his  veracity.' 

'  Of  his  love  for  me  ?  Ah  !  ah  !  ah  '. 
This  jelt  I  did  not  expeil  from  you, 
my  lady.' 

*  I  am  in  earneft,  Mifs  ;  and,  if  your 
heart  has  no  objeiflion,  his  hand  is  at 
your  commands.' 

*  Thefe  words  confirm  the  jtft,  Ma- 
dam. What  man  of  any  prudence 
would  fo  quickly  determine  for  ma- 
trimony with  a  woman  vrhofe  incli- 
nations he  is  hr.ivily  acquainted  withj 
venture  the  haopjnefs  of  his  whole 
life  to  gratify  a  caprice?  The  man 
who  i'ubmlts  not  his  tafte  to  the  ex- 
amination of  his  judgment  is  not  a 
hiifoand  forme.  Levity,  in  abuil- 
nefs  of  I'o  great  a  moment,  fliews  not 
Mr.  Romney  to  his  advantage  ;  he  is 
t  .o  prudent  to  confult  but  his  fancy 
in  the  choice  of  his  wife.' 

*  II«  is  enchanted  with  yourbeau'v; 

C  «  and 
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«  and  I  have  convinced  him  of  your  vir- 

♦  tues.' 

*  Talk  no  morej  talk  no  more!' 
And,  with  a  fmile,  I  put  my  hand 

on  her  lips,  and  joined  Mrs.  Verman. 


*  I  wifh  you  for  my  niece.     My  poor 

*  nephew !  how  he  loves  you !  Would 

*  you  believe  it,  your  heart  would  melt 
'  with  fympathy,  and — ' 

I    curtfied,    and    i^epped    into  the 
coach. 


LETTER    XV. 

SO  eafy  a  conqueft,  my  lady,  no 
longer  flattered  my  vanity.  My  in- 
<1i<rn3tion  fubnded  ;  and  had  Mr.  Rom- 
ney  appeared  then  before  us,  I  would 
have  received  him  with  the  killing 
gaiety  of  indifference. 

Lady   Bennet    attempted    a    fecond 
vhifper  :  I  turned  my  ear. 

*  Liften  to  me.' 

A.nd  riie  took  me  by  the  hand. 

*  Well,  what  have  you  to  fay,  dear 
<  Madam  ?' 

*  Think  of  my  nephew.  You  can- 
not be  infenfible  to  his  paiTion  for 
you  ;  can  you  ?' 

*  Prav,  Madam,  fpare  me  the  repe- 
tition of  that  nonfenfe.  I  am  free, 
abfolutely  freej  and  leave  the  difpo- 
fal  of  my  hand  to  my  mother.' 

*  To  you  only  will  he  be  indebted 
for  it  ;  your  mother's  confent  is  but 
an  acctffary  to  his  happinefs.  What 
would  her  confent  avail  a  man  of  de- 
licacy, were  yours  to  be  influenced 
bv  it?  Fretly  return  love  for  love. 
My  nephew  is  charming  ;  he  has  wit, 
riches,  and  generofity.  \Vith  him, 
every  v\i(h  you  may  form  (hall  be  fa- 
tisfied  ;  ht  will  breathe  but  to  pleafe, 
and  make  you  fupremely  happy.  He 
has  feen  you  but  once  ;  but  can  you 
from  htnce  qucftion  his  fincerity  ? 
Reflecl  on  yourfelf,  and  confult  not 
your  mcdtfty.  Are  not  you  confci- 
ous  he  mult  love  ?' 

What  a  dangerous  flatterer  this  Lady 
Bennet!  Such  an  art  in  a  knights 
^ife  !  I  know  not  what  reply  I  would 
have  made,  had  not  Mrs.  Verman  call- 
ed for  me,  I  inllantly  tripped  to  her; 
and  tlic  glow  which  Lady  Bennet  had 
raifed  on  my  cheejj.  retreated  into  my 
heart. 

No  more  did  I  leave  my  mother,  and 
lend  my  ears  to  the  too  eloquent,  pcr- 
funfivc  tongue,  of  Lady  Bcnnct.  One 
ininute,  however,  (he  found,  as  wc  left 
the  park,  to  prefs  my  hand,  and  en- 
force her  aftion  with  the  following 
words. 

*  Th:  more  I  know  you,  the  more 


LETTER     XVI. 

THE  certainty  of  my  triumph  de- 
ftroyed  all  the  merit  of  Mr.  Rcm- 
ney.  I  compared  him  to  a  beautiful 
decoration,  which  pieafes  the  eye,  and 
affefts  not  the  foul;  though,  till  it  va- 
nities, eveiy  fenfe  feems  to  enjoy. 
When  this  miftake  in  our  fenfations 
warms  a  head  in  favour  of  an  object, 
the  heart  catches  ne»eflariiy  the  dillem- 
per,  and  feels  plerifuiably  under  the 
delufions  of  a  prcpc(refl"td  fancy.  A 
doftor,  infatuated  with  an  error,  de- 
fends it  with  all  the  fire  and  eloquence 
of  a  devotee  to  truth.  We  all  are  that 
doflor.  Who  an)ong  mankind  can  fay 
he  knows  himfelf,  and  afts  according 
to  reafon  ? 

<  I  love  not,'  faid  I  to  my  mother, 
when  we  fat  in  the  coach  5  '  I  love  not. 
'  Had  not  Lndy  Bennet  convinced  mc 
'  of  her  nephew's  attachment  to  me,  I 

*  might   have   endangered  my  liberty 

*  from  too  eagtr  a  defire  of  captivai- 
'  ing  him.    He  is  mine;  no  longer  am 

•  I  his.' 

And  then  I  related  to  her  the  projefl 
I  had  formed, 

*  True  woman!'  exclaimed  (he, 
tapping  her  fan  upon  my  fhoulder ; 
'  tiue  woman  1  We  never  make  ufeof 

•  our  underdanding  but  when   in  no 

*  need  of  it.' 

To  compleat  my  cure,  Mrs.  Verman 
propoltd  to  flip  the  remainder  of  the 
evening  at  Lady  B y's  rout. 

'  There,  Henrietta,  in  the  amaie- 
'  ment  which  the  diverfity  of  many 
'  hundred   charaflers  will   caufe,  yoii 

♦  will  lofe   the  idea  of  Mr.  RomneyJ 

•  Be  not  offended  at  the  publick,  pri- 

♦  vate,  or  familiar  homage  which  men 
'  will  pay  to  your  charnis,  and  at  the 
'  loud  whifperings  which  envy  or  ill- 
'  natxire  will   force   from    the  women 

•  againft  you.  Have  no  ears  in  the  po- 
»  lite  world;  and  move  your  eyes  but 

♦  to  applaud. 

*  1  he  art  of  ufing  our  organs  is  of 

*  the  greateft  importance;  and  it  flio»ili 
«  b€  the  principal  paitof  our  education; 

♦  but 
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but  the  ignofant  low  v^rretches  en- 
trufted  with  it,  like  a  painter's  boy, 
whofe  fole  ftudy  is  to  prepare  the  Co- 
lours, leave  to  genius  arid  experience 
the  Jinifhiiig  of  our  minds.  A  man 
ot  fortune  lavKhes  thoufands  of 
pounds  a  year  upon  horfes  and  fur- 
niture; and  grudges  a  few  hundreds 
for  perfefting  the  rcafon  of  his  chil- 
dren !  Inftead  of  chuling  a  governor 
among  the  adepts  in  the  fcience  of  the 
world,  he  picks  up  a  bafe-born  fel- 
low, whofe  vvliole  underlhanding  is 
confined  to  the  opinions  of  the  uni- 
verfity  he  has  lived  in.  This  is  the 
fpring  of  moil  of  the  imprudences 
young  men  are  guilty  of  at  tlieir  fiift 
appearance  in  fociety.  Like  an  ex- 
tenlive  thick-fet,  unfrequented  fortd, 
which  offers  no  retreat  to  the  bewil- 
dered traveller  againft  the  attacks 
of  wild  hearts,  the  ftage  of  the  un- 
known focial  life  has  no  afylum  for 
an  innocent  heart  againlt  fallhood 
and  perfidy.  Youth,  taught  only 
what  they  ought  not  to  believe  or 
prailife,  mult  needs  be  a  prey  to  er- 
rors, vice,  and  folly. 

*  The  education  of  women,  Hen- 
rietta, is  (till  more  unenlightened. 
The  modern  plans  are  the  full  mea- 
fure  of  (tupidity,  the  fitted  I  ever 
knew  or  heard  of  to  turn  a  head,  and 
corrupt  a  heart.  A  virgin  at  fifteen 
is  no  lefs  a  wonder  to  me  than  a  dif- 
creet  man  at  eighteen.  The  exift- 
ence  of  theCe  two  beings  is  as  incon- 
filtent  with  the  manner  they  are 
brought  up,  as  ambition  with  an  ab- 
folute  want  of  talents.' 

*       .*. 
We  were  then   within  a  few  yards 

of  Lady  B — -^—y's  houfe.    An  hundred 

carriages  announcing  a  numerous  al- 

fembly  ;  though  elegantly  dreffed,  and 

of  a  form  to  be  admired,  I  felt  a  fear, 

and  as  inftantiy  a  colouring  declared  it 

to  Mrs.Verman. 

'  As  Lady  B— — y's  rout  is  theren- 

*  dezvous  of  almoll  ail   the  people  of 

*  fafhion,  and  it  is  the  firft  time  you 

*  venture   among   fuch    a   number   of 

*  them,  I  owe  you  one  advice. 

•  Bluili  not  when  you  enter  the  apart- 

*  ments,  but  prefent  yourfelf  with  the 

*  eafe  of  a  woman  habituated  to  aft  in 

*  the  brilliant   fcencs   of  life.     Were 

*  they  to  perceive  the  fmalh-ft  altera- 

*  tion  in  your   features,  diffidence   in 

*  your  fteps,  and  confufioii  in  the  com- 
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*  plimcnts  you  will  pay  or  return,  their 

*  pride  would  fliew  you  immediately 
'  their  fuperiority.  fhe  woman  whd 
'  differs  in  her  drefs,  her  fpeech,  and 

*  her    countenance,    or   inimicks  only 

*  thofcof  the  company  (lie  vilita.is  con- 

*  fidered  by  them  as  an  exotick  tranf- 

*  planted  on  a  foreign  foil  j  the  (liadovr 
'  of  a  reality.     Relume  your  fpirits, 

*  Henrietta,  and  yield  them  not  an  ad- 

*  vantage    you    partake    with    them. 

*  Your  modefty  you   (hould  leave   in 

*  the  coach;  it  is  a  bad  companion 
'  among  the  great ;  it  may  murder  the 
'  inexprefiiblc  charms  of  your  fliape, 

*  and  rob  your  graces  of  their  enchant- 

*  ing  play.  Never  forget  that  a  becom- 

*  ing  vice  is  much  more  elteemed  than 

*  an  aukward  virtue.' 


LETTER    XVir. 

LIKE  a  fenfible  Frenchman,  wTiO" 
never  beheld  but  the  borrowed 
charms  of  the  ladies  of  Paris,  on  enter- 
ing Ranelagh  fixes  upon  a  beauty 
wherever  he  calls  liis  eyes,  and  at  that 
heavenly  fight  thinks  himfclf  in  a  ter- 
reftrial  paradife,  my  foul  panted  with 
deliglit  at  the  firft  glance  I  threw  before 
and  round  me  in  Lady  E  ■  -y's  apart- 
ment. Though  I  had  many  times  add- 
ed to  the  number  of  the  idle  and  the 
gay  at  a  lady  of  quality's  rout,  never 
had  I  leen  the  fame  fumptuofity  and 
magnificence  difplayed.  My  admira- 
tion did  not,  however,  confute  my  head| 
I  curtficd,  talked, liftened, and  aniwcred, 
with  all  the  coolnefs  of  a  fatisfied  pride. 
The  refpeft  fliewed  me  by  I'ome  noble- 
men of  our  acquaintance,  called  foort 
the  general  attention;  men  and  women 
with  the  mofl  impertinent  curiolity 
eyed  me  from  head  to  foot  s  from  the 
fmiles  of  the  former,  and  the  uneafinefs 
of  the  latter,  I  quickly  difcovered  I 
made  a  tolerable  figure.  The  fpite  of 
our  own  fex  is  the  bett  panegyrick  of 
our  charms:  words  have  not  halt  it's 
expreffion  and  eloquence,  and  it  iff  th« 
more  flattering,  that  it  is  forced  from 
our  real  enemies. 

So  volatile  a  company,  fo  diflipafei, 
and  (eemingly  more  devoted  ty  plcafure 
than  to  fentiment,  made  trie  fancy  every 
individual  out  of  the  reach  of  the  paf- 
fions.  ♦  Whoever  thinks  not,'  faid  I 
to  myfelf,  ♦  cannot  feel  j'  and  really 
6  »  tUs-r 
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their  language  and  manners  belied  rea- 
fon,  wit,  and  coinmon  fenfe. 

Mrs.Verman  read  in  my  heart. 

*  That  bthavioiir  and  that  language, 
Henrietta,  which  offend  voui  fenfibi- 
lity,  are  the  effe8s  of  a  refined  poli- 
tick. 1  houghtlelsnels  is  the  excufe 
for  the  faults  rank  and  fortune  do 
not  joftify,  and  a  guard  againit  tl.e 
indifcretions  of  too  open  a  character; 
they  fave  the  tiouble  to  blufh,  and 
defeat  the  hatred  of  an  enemy,  or  the 
fagacity  of  a  rival.  Another  time  I 
will  explain  to  you  the  hidden  myfte- 
ries  of  fuch  a  conduft,  and  convince 
you  of  its  propriety.  It  is  enough 
now  to  affure  you,  that  none  here  are 
really  what  thev  appear  to  be,' 

*  But  the  old,  MaJiini,  why  do  they 
play  the  fools  ?  '^I'he  levity  of  youth 
agrees  with  the  wrinkles  on  their  faces 
Bo  more  than  the  libertinifm  of  a  bi- 
fliop  with  the  fanflity  of  his  Itation. 

"Their  airs  and  their  age  are  the  moft 
incompatible  things  I  ever  faw  :  their 
union  is  a  mcft  violent  fatire  of  rea- 
fon  and  decency.  I  widi  I  had  not 
beheld  the  odious  fpe61acle.' 
'  When  you  know  mankind  better, 
yru  will  take  thefe  contradi6lions  as 
the  natural  eftV6\s  of  a  focial  life. 
The  fear  of  being  forlaken  when  we 
can  no  longer  procure  a  diverfion  or 
3  pleaiure,  compels  us  to  afTume  the 
locks  of  approbation  and  indulgence; 
by  conforming,  in  appearance,  to  the 
follies  of  young  peo|.le,  we  ennoble 
and  authorize  them ;  their  gratitude 
gives,  in  return,  refpefls  and  atten- 
dance. Tluis  our  pride  enjoys  when 
every  other  fentiment  is  dead.  The 
miferies  cf  a  foiitude,  after  having 
long  lived  in  ibe  world,  arc  not  to  lie 
bcine.  We  ir.uft  ftill  fee,  talk,  and 
Aander.  A  woman  whohas  not  that 
comfort  at  fixty  might  as  well  he  bu- 
ried) the  torment  of  rcflefling  is 
wcrfe  than  death  5  hardly  one  in  ten 
thoul'andcan  think  coldly  on  the  pait, 
and  be  a  tolerable  companion  to  her- 
felf. 

*  Continue  your  obfervations,  Hen- 
rietta. This  is  a  fchool  where  you 
may  form  your  judgiv.cnr,  and  tl;en 
be  in  no  need  of  a  guide  in  the  thcrry 
path  of  life,  I  advife  you  not  to 
(htwfo  much  wit,  that  they  may  tiiink 
thfv  have  more  thai)  you  :  this  fupc- 
jiuiity,  rathir  than  that  of  beauty, 


*  moft  women  are  deSrous  to  poffefs, 

*  as  the  latter  is  the  gift  of  nature,  and 

*  the  former  tlieir  own  work.     Allow 

*  them  thdt  advantage,  and  your  own 

*  rivals  will  praife  you.' 


LETTER     XVIII. 

SUCH  a  group  of  foolifh  heads, 
though  the  greateft  pjrt  cf  them 
efteeined  the  wifeft  of  the  nation, 
plunged  me  a  few  minutes  into  a  fad 
reverie,  and  cauled  the  followirg  foli- 
loquy. 

•   What  men!  what  women!  This 
'  the   chofen  fet   of  mankind    recom- 

*  mended  me  by  my  mother  !  The  cir- 
'  cle  into  which  fne  deftines  me  to  move! 
'  However  plaufible  her  juftihcation  of 
'  them,  no  real  worth  can  be  hid  un- 

*  der  fo  vifible  a  contempt  of  them- 

*  fclves.     He  whohas  merit  js  fond  of 

*  glory,  and  net  of  fhaine.  She  wiio 
'  has  virtue,  prides  not  in  the  airs  of 

*  vice.  Their  folly  is  too  natural  to  be 

*  affedled.  What!  not  one  thought 
'  that  can   reveal  their  reafon  !   Every 

*  where  the  looks  of  felf-fufficiency  ! 

*  Have  we,  then,  no  other  v;ilue  than 
'  tliat  we  receive  from  a  coitly  drel's 

*  and  a  graceful  mien  !  People  lb  much 

*  taken  up  with  their  dear  pei  Ions  cau- 
'  not  concern  thenifelves  in  another's 
'  happinefs  ;    their   fouls  inuft  be  to- 

*  tally  dead  to  tender  feelings:  love, 

*  pity,  and  generoiity,  are  ui. known  to 
'  them;  their  affections  centre  in  thtm, 
'  in  them  only.     How  can  a  woman 

*  refill  long  the  prelliiig  paffions  of  l.er 
'  heart,  and  the  attacks  of  a  lovr,  when 

*  her  virtue   is    not  fiipported   by  the 

*  efteem  and  tendernefs  of  her  huibandl 
'  How    can    this    not    hate   his    wife, 

*  when  cards,  diflipation,  and  the  de- 
'  fire  of  ple;iling,  are  the  delights  Ihe 

.*  prefers  to  ins  attachment  ?  Oti !  true 
'  hnppinels  pr<jceedb  froni  our  feelings, 
'  and  not  the  vain  fatisf^dion  of.-  lalle 
'  pride  !  It  may  be  a  toimcnt  to  be  de- 

*  privcd  at  once  of  the  appearances  of 
'   rank  and  fortune;   but  when  we  en- 

*  joy  them,  poor,  poor  indeed,  is  the 

*  plcafure  tliey  give!" 

Then,  bufannah,  I  thought  of  Mr. 
Romnty  ;  take  my  word  for  it.  From 
my  comparing  him  to  the  company  I 
w.is  with,  he  gained  infinitely  in  my 
tlletin,  1  rtfleded  on  a  conjugal  lite, 
enlivened 
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Milivened  by  a  mutual  love  :  it  appear- 
ed to  me  the  only  bills  to  be  wiflied 
for.  I  fighcd  at  the  ambition  ot  my 
mother. 


LETTER    XIX. 

TH  E  men  were  too  politely  bred 
up  not  to  offend  my  moJcfty  with 
the  tendcrof  their  homage.  My  charms, 
for  an  hour,  were  the  topick.  ot  their  in- 
defatigable tongues.  Never  before  were 
my  ears  ftunned  with  fucli  a  torrent  of 
impertinent  euiogiums.  1  was  an  an- 
gel juft  cfcaped  from  Heaven  for  the 
delight  of  mankind,  the  only  tempta- 
tion the  devil  could  rcaior.ably  think  of 
to  plunge  tliein  deeper  and  deeper  into 
fm.  No  woman  could  be  without  envy, 
no  man  without  love,  at  the  fight  of  fo 
tranlccndent  a  l)eauly  :  wiiat  quarrels, 
what  diirentions,»I  would  caufc  in  fo- 
ciety  ! 

Thus,  dear  Sufannah,  was  I  peftered 
and  tormented,  till  a  fine  lady  Itopped 
this  tide  of  falfhood  and  civility,  by  de- 
firmg  me  to  make  one  with  her  at  qua- 
drille. 

'  I  never  play,  Madam.' 
This  anfwer  confounded  her. 
«  You  never  play  !   Amazmg  !' 
And.fliruggiiig  her  Shoulders  up  with 
contempt,  left  me,  with — '  Good  God! 

*  what  company  has  (he  kept  V 

'  Pray,  Mifs,'  alked  another,  with 
the  fupercilious  air  ot  a  new-made 
countels,  ♦  iince  you  do  not  play,  hew 

*  do  you  kill  tlie  tedious  hours  ot  an 

*  evening  ?  For  my  part,  1  would  die 

*  were  I  to  tell  them  by  myfclf  at  my 
'  chimney-corner.     How  do  you  mur- 

*  dcr  them  away,  Mils  ?' 

'  In  the  converfation,  my  lady,  of  a 

*  few  of  my  mother's  cholen  friends.' 

'  But,    Mifs,    we    cannot    always 

*  chatter.' 

'   We  think.  Madam.' 

•  You  think!  Ah!  ah!  ah!  that  is 
'  odd  enough!   Fine  diverfion  indeed!' 

And,  with  the  fmile  of  pity,  Oie  went 
to  whilper  my  anfwer  to  every  card- 
table. 

The  fingularity  of  my  replies  freed 
me  from  my  admirers  ;  tliey  could  not, 
with  honour  to  theml'elves,  differ  in  my 
favour  from  the  opinion  of  a  quality- 
toalt.  I  was  truly  a  very  fine  creature; 
but  how  could  I  have  any  merit^  fmce 
I  played  not  at  cards,  a^d  dur it  to  boail 
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I  thought  fometiraes?  This  judgment 
foi  Uitd  upon  nic,  I  read  in  almoft  every 
look:  fomc  Imiled  their  apprt^bation 
of  me  i  but  noneprcfumed  to  take  my 
part. 


LETTER     XX. 

MY  mother  was  upon  the  rack  4  I 
faw  it:  but  honclt  piidc  had 
prevailed  over  falle  vanity  j  I  was  in- 
iaifibleof  her  fufferings. 

<  A  pretty  world  this!'  faid  I  to  my- 
felf ;  ♦  they  courted  me  when  they  took 
•  me  for  a  fool,  and  furfake  me  when 
'  I  prove  I  ai^  not  fo! ' 

The  rcflefled  contempt  they  infpired 
me  for  them,  fpread  itfdfon  my  coan- 
tcnanccj  nor  did  I  attempt  to  conceal 
it.  Ready  wit,  or  fupcriority  of  birtii, 
had  not  availed  mc  (o  much  :  it  gave 
me  an  importance  which  firuck  thefe 
little  fouls,  and  gave  again  a  life  to 
their  deceitful  flattering  tongue.  Had 
I  betrayed  a  fcnfibility  at  the  affront 
intended  upon  me,  1  ftioMld  have  beca 
avoided  and  laughed  at:  but  my  indif- 
ference announcing  both  myknowlcdtr- 
of  the  world,  and  my  diidain  of  them, 
their  haughtincfs  vanished,  and  I  was 
once  more  courted  and  admired. 

This  fudden  turn  threw  the  countels 
into  no  fmail  confulion.  From  the  bad 
opinion  flie  entertained  for  the  compa- 
ny, (he  had  hoped  they  would  not  per- 
ceive the  advantage  (lie  had  given  me, 
or  iide  with  mc  again  It  an  heroick 
fupporter  cf  their  invaued  rights.  Like 
an  army  of  (rribblers,  always  ready  to 
engage  the  iirll  genius  who  dares  to 
monopolize  the  pubiick  efteem,  the 
fools  of  quality  (hould  conftantly  Hand 
in  defence  of  one  another,  and  with 
fncers,  jargon,  and  fcorn,  beat  their 
enemy  out  of  the  field. 

For  the  firft  time,  the  fenfe  of  her 
folly  brought  a  glow  on  the  cheeks  of 
a  fine  lady  ;  fpite  of  her  fan,  which 
(he  placed  between  iier  (hame  and  us,  I 
dilcovered  it.  It  was  not  the  colour- 
ing of  an  humbled  pride,  but  of  the 
confcioufneis  of  having  a<iled  contrary 
to  the  dictates  of  her  heart.  This  dif- 
covery  made  me  her  friend,  at  the  fame 
time  that  it  filled  me  with  indigna- 
tion againft  the  manners  of  the  age, 
wiiich  had  thus  ennobled  falfliood  and 
impertinence,  to  the  difgracc  of  nature 
and  rcafon, 

Mj 
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My  miftake  of  the  countefs's  cha- 
tafler  made  me  inftantly  repeal  the 
fcntence  I  had  pronounced  againft  the 
men  and  women  before  me.  They 
might  all,  for  what  I  knew,  weir  the 
i'ame  ma(k,  and  have  a  foul  the  very 
contraft  of  their  air.  Does  the  moral 
he  preaches  tell  always  the  real  fenti- 
ments  of  a  clergyman;  and  a  promife, 
on  his  honour,  the  integrity  of  a  noble- 
man ?  No  5  not  one  in  twenty  agrees 
with  his  fermons,  or  his  words:  their 
hcaits  are  in  a  perpetual  contradi6lion 
xvith  their  tongues.  How  difficult  to 
know  mankind  !  That  knowledge  we 
can  acquire  no  more  than  that  of  our- 
felvcs:  like  the  myfteries,  they  bid  de- 
fiance to  our  reafon  and  experience. 
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IMuft  not  for  the  future  believe  the 
appearances;  but,  like  a  circum- 
fpefl  philofopher,  wait  till  every  doubt 
be  elucidated  to  form  my  Judgment. 

This  refolution  reconciled  me  to  the 
company;  whom  I  looked  then  upon 
as  a  particular  kind  of  men  who  had 
their  own  language,  opinions,  and 
mamiers;  and  whole  hearts,  doubly 
guarded  by  pride  and  policy,  never 
trufted  their  real  feelings  to  the  indjf- 
ciftion  of  a  look  or  a  feature.  I  went 
fo  far  in  their  favour,  as  to  doubt  whe- 
ther their  apparent  folly  was  not  true 
wirdom,  fincc  the  generality  of  man- 
kind continued  to  prcftrate  at  their 
feet,  adore  their  whims,  and  be  ruled 
by  thcin. 

Thefe  changes  in  my  way  of  thirk- 
ing  were  the  natural  effe6\s  of  the  dif- 
ferent lights  under  which  they  appeared 
to  me.  I  was  in  the  cafe  of  a  man 
who,  feeing  a  camelcon  in  a  green  co- 
lour, thought  it  was  it's  genuine  form, 
till  hepcictivcil  it  turned  into  white, 
then  black,  then  red,  according  to  the 
vaiious-colourcd  objefls  near  which  it 
It.ioil.  The  diveifity  of  the  charailers 
of  thofe  whom  he  Iia-^  mtercft  to  plcafc 
or  deceive,  is  the  coloured  objefV  from 
which  the  prcat  borrow  their  countc- 
r^incesj  and  lo  expicilivc  is  then  the 
figure  they  put  on,  that  within  a  few 
hours  they  may  rationally  be  cftccmed 
or  dcfpifcd. 

Tired  to  lirtcn,  and  be  compelled  fo 
fmother  every  blufli  their  perpetu.il 
attacks  on  my  delicacy  called  on  my 


Henrietta, 


cheeks,  I  got  up;  an^,  al'ter  havingf 
walked  round  fevera!  card-tables,  ftep- 
ped  to  that  where  the  countefs  played. 
So  much  of  good-nature  and  friendship 
was  in  my  looks,  that  fhe  beheld  me 
without  hatred.  This  pafTion,  as  afpe- 
cifick  .againft  the  fenfe  of  our  injullice, 
prevail?  fo  often  in  the  hearts  of  thofe 
who  offend,  that  the  abfence  of  it  irt 
the  countefs  confirmed  my  efteera  of 
her. 

There  was  by  her  an  empty  chair. 
She  looked  at  it;  then  fmiled  upon  me. 
I  underftood  her,  and  fat  down.  She 
ftooped  to  my  ear. 

*  I  was  a  fool— forgive.     Upon  the 

*  ftage  my  rank  has  placed  me,  there 

*  are  parts  I  am  obliged  to  perform,  to 

*  comply  with  the  talte  of  the  fpefta- 

*  tor.     The  more  we  fwerve  from  na- 

*  ture,   and   depart   from   other  men's 

*  opinions  and  manner  of  ailing,  the 

*  greater  our  gloryj    the    louder  and 

*  more  inceffant  the  applaufes  they  be- 

*  flow.     Though  fenfible  that  our  tri- 

*  umphs  are  the  contempt  of  the  wile, 

*  thefe  are  fo  few,    compared   to  the 

*  multitude  who  admire  us,  that  our/' 

*  reafon  argues  always  in  favour  of 
'  our  pride;  add  to  this  the  filly  at- 
'  tempts  of  the  publick,  which  afford 

*  us    as   much  pleafure   as  Holland's 

*  fervile  imitation  of  Garrick's  man- 

*  ner  gives  a  difguft  to  the  beft  judges 
'  of  theatrical  merit;  and  you  will 
'  ceafe  to  wonder  we  ftill  continue  to 
'  wear  a  niafh  which  (Very  body  endea- 

*  vours  to  takeaway  from  us,  to  adorn 

*  themfelves  with.  Let  us  be  friends, 
'  Mifs;  you  will  find  me  worthy  of 

*  youretleem  :  to  you  I  will  fliew  the 

*  woman  I  muft  conceal  from  the  pub- 
'  lick  eye.    Merit,  in  the  polite  world, 

*  has  the  fate  of  an  til-written  novel, 
'   it  is  an  intruder,  whole  light  is  con- 

*  Itantly  detel^ed  and  avoided." 

Her  partner  then  begging  (he  would 
attend  to  her  cards — 

'  If  you  dclpife  me  not,  Mifs,  come 
'  to  fee  me;  I  will  be  proud  of  an  inti- 

*  m.Tcy  with  you.     Will  you?' 

I  curtfied  to  her  invitation,  »nd  pro- 
mi  led  to  go. 


LETTER    XXir. 

•  TX7HAT!'  faidi  tomyfclf,  as 

*  V     I  was   cooing  to   Mrs.  Ver- 

manj  '  for  tbt  fa.tc  only  of  difienng 

*  ii9m 


COUNTESS    OSENVOR. 


21 


from  tb^r"  inferiors,  the  great  degrndc 
themlolves  from  the  dignity  of  man, 
and  leave,  /Ivaineltfslv,  to  thofe  they 
Iciirn,  the  appearances  of  a  fupcriority 
of  merit  and  virtue!  Is  it  pofTible 
that  the  inpt:nuity  and  good-fen (c  of 
tlie  XJuuntefs  IVlortiiner  fhould  be 
fiich  a  dfft6l  as  to  cxpoft  l.er  to  a 
blufti,  or  the  ft-cret  malicious  whif- 
pers  of  a  polite  circle,  were  flie  bold 
enough  to  talk  and  behave  in  cha- 
raflcr !  A  torment  to  a  generous 
heart  mull  be-  a  lite  thus  forcibly  de- 
voted to  falftiood  and  folly.  They 
look  happy;  it  is  a  lye.  Happinefs 
cannot  confift  in  the  perpetual  fa- 
crifice  of  our  taftes  and  inclinations, 
in  the  frivolous  regard  of  thofe  v/c 
defpife,  or  in  the  natural  contempt 
\X»e  muft  have  of  ourfdves.  The 
pleafures  of  pride  are  not  a  compen- 
i'ation  for  the  lofs  of  the  publick  ef- 
teenii  their  indifference  of  it  is  not 
fincere;  eveiy  man,  every  woman, 
unK-fs  abfolutely  infenfihle  of  ho- 
nour, is  proud  to  obtain  and  deferve 
it.* 

.  *.       * 
Far  from  liealing  the  wound  which 

my  heart  had  received,  the  company 
renewed  it's  fenfibility.  The  defpair 
of  ever  enjoying  happinefs  with  a  cour- 
tier, who,  from  his  circumftances  in 
life,  had  none  to  procure,  revived  the 
idea  of  Mr.  Romney.  *  A  man  of  his 
'  rank  had  not  the  noble  privilege  of 
'  being  a  fool,  without  incurring  the 

*  contempt  of  the  world:  on  his  me- 

*  ritonly  could  he  rely  for  an  honour- 

*  able  diftinftion  in  a  fociety,  wliere 
'  fortune,  unattended  by  a  high  birth, 
'  entitles    not  the    individuals    to  the 

*  airs,  vices,  and  follies   of  people  of 

*  quality.     When  the  depravitv  of  our 

*  hearts  is  not  encouraged  by  flatterers 

*  and  the  inlignificancy  of  our  enemies, 

*  we  feldom  laugh  voluntarily  at  mu- 
'  rality,  and  give  a  loofe  to  every  de- 

*  fire.      From  Mr.  Romney's  real  ne- 

*  ceflity  of  obeying  the  calls  of  ho- 
'   nour  and  decencv,   I  may  I'afely  con- 

*  elude  he  is  the  man  my  reafon  muft 

*  prefer.' 

Certain  that  the  knowledge  of  this 
laft  thought  would  difpleafe  Mrs. 
Verman,  I  took  care  to  conceal  it  from 
her. 

•  So  thoughtful,  Henrietta,  in  this 
f  gay  circle  ?' 

*  I  an)  not  well,  Madam 5  I  am  as 


much  fuffocnted  from  tliewanf  of  air, 
as  tired  with  their  lenf^riefs  praifes, 
Alodefty  is  here  in  a  perpetual  ago- 
ny: it  fecmt.  ihcy  out-vie  one  ano- 
ther in  their  attacks  againft  hcrj  and 
exert  all  the  powers  of  refined  civi- 
lity to  give  her  the  deadly  blow. 
Though  you  have  taught  me  to  an- 
fwer  their  language,  you  liavc  not 
made  me  ir.fenlible  of  the  poifon  it 
contains.  In  vain  docs  the  ambi- 
tious gild  the  pill  of  infamy  to  con- 
quer thefciuplesof  thcman  he  wants  i 
this  foon  parts  it  from  it's  talifman, 
and  lees  it  as  it  is.  My  feigned  in- 
difference is  an  injury  to  virtue:  I 
hate  to  be  witty  on  an  immoral  lub- 
jeft.' 

'  Few  women,  Henrietta,  would 
millake  compliments  for  offences, 
and  none  be  fo  fevere  upon  them- 
felves.  Words  from  thofe  men's 
lips,  like  a  trifling  noife  in  a  folitary 
place,  can  alarm  or  frighten  but  the 
fouls  and  cowards.  Wherever  you 
go,  you  will  meet  the  ft  me  men:  all 
have  defires,  and  will  tell  you  of 
them;  they  differ  only  in  the  manner 
and  expreffion.  The  audacity  of  a 
beau,  and  the  refpeft ful  homage  of  a 
mandifHdent  of  his  merit,  are  adapted 
to  their  characters;  both  talk  as  they 
feel,  and  behave  as  they  dare.  For- 
give mankind  their  errors;  but  take 
care  not  to  be  their  viftim.  Like 
you,  I  want  to  breathe :  let's  go.' 


LETTER     XXIir. 

THE  woman  of  gallantry  rejoicet 
no  more  at  the  vain  attempts  of 
her  jeaicus  hufband  to  furprizc  iier  upoi\ 
the  bed  of  guilt,  and  a  prime  minifter 
at  having  fecured  a  majority  in  his  fa- 
vo.irin  both  houfes,  than  I  did  when  I 
left  Lndy  E— — y's  rout.  Mv  heart, 
free  from  conftraint,  dilated  with  inex- 
preffible  delight  at  the  recovery  of  it's 
liberty.  Like  the  light  which  diipels 
the  fears  of  a  child  trembling  in  the 
dark,  and  gives  him  back  the  favou- 
rite toy  he  had  loff,  the  freedom  I  en- 
joyed  obliterated  the  odious  hours,  dur- 
ing which  my  mind  had  been  the  (lave 
of  fafliion,  and  endeared  to  my  fenfes 
the  memory  of  .Mr.  Romney. 

No  longer  did  I  fufler  pride  to  fway 
ever  love,  and  fancy  to  impofe  upon  my 
reafon.     The  blind  which  the  glitter- 
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ing  apparatns  of  grandeur,  and  the 
eotinfels  bf  my  JTiotber,  had  put  on  my 
eyes,  vanifiied  as  foon  as  I  began  to 
iKfieft.  When  in  thecool  hours  of  re- 
tirement, the  foul  being  not  then  biaf- 
fcd  by  the  prefcnce  of  the  delufive  ob- 
jefls  which  attrsfted  her  attention,  we 
appeal  to  our  underftanding  from  the 
judgment  of  our  paftions,  how  different 
thecorfequence  we  draw,  the  fentencc 
we  decree!  At  thofe  hours,  the  ambi- 
tious, the  mikr,  the  voluptuous,  and 
the  lover,  may  fee  as  cleaily  in  their 
beaits,  as  thev  behold  their  features  in 
a  faithful  glafs.  The  vanity  of  their 
purluits,  and  the  ridicule  of  their 
■wiflies,  are  written  ia  large  characters 
before  them;  yet,  though  all  have  the 
power  to  read,  how  few  wilt  or  can 
exert  it !  We  are  fo  averfe  to  l)c  en- 
lightened, fo  unwilling  to  facrifice  er- 
rors to  truth,  that  it  would  fecin  we 
are,  from  the  momv^nt  we  are  horn,  put 
mider  the  guard  of  folly.  Reafon,  Rea- 
fon  !  I  am  afraid  thou  art  but  an  empty 
rame  !  1  fee  Ambition  conquer  Love, 
and  Love  conquer  Avarice;  hut  what 
palHon  ever  yielded  to  the  cool  voice  of 
Keaf  >n !  That  man  is  feebly  affefted 
Tvhofe  fool  can  he  eafiiy  argued  into 
moderation;  whofe  feelings,  like  the 
airs  of  a  coquette,  are  at  the  ccmmsnd 
of  his  judgment. 
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SO  apt  is  our  mind  to  change  and 
pnfs  from  one  determination  to  nno- 
ther,  diat,  uniefs  the  heart  be  aHfolu;e- 
iy  taken  up  wiih  a  fenf:i:io»7,  none  can 
flatter  themfclves  to  welcome,  the  next 
day,  ihe  opinion  thev  had  the  day  be- 
fore: fuch  a  fiLkltJiefs  is  the  fjtire  of 
the  modern  cducaton.  If,  at  a  time 
when  cur  urderftanding  may  be  modi- 
fied at  the  pleafure  of  our  inftruiFlors, 
vicweienf.t,  through  their  ignorance, 
Jed  into  a  falfe  know  ledge  of  the  foibles 
of  humanity,  we  would  not  labour  un- 
der the  n.ortal  p^ng  of  fulpenlc:  our 
choices  would  he  as  unalterable  as  the 
fervour  of  a  devotee,  fully  convinced 
pf  the  exiftence  antlpcwenf  the  (jod 
be  adores.  Somcboaft  tiieir  contiancy 
Tuvlitn  once  refoived;  I  believe  them  no 
more   than  I  would  a  criminal,    wlio 

E leads    not   guilty,  in    hope    his   guilt 
tall  not  hedelefleil. 

I  was  the  ripxi  morning  wavering  ftiil 


between  love  and  pride,  when  the  un- 
expected prefcnce  of  Mr.  Romney  gave 
the  viftory  to  the  former. 

Mrs.  Verman  being  not  at  home,  I 
knew  not  at  firft  whether  I  (hould  re- 
ceive him;  but  my  heart  talking  in  bis 
favour,  he  was  introduced. 

My  countenance  did  notbefpeak  the 
proud  Henrietta;  my  fight  had,  how- 
ever, fuch  an  effeft  upon  him  as  to 
make  his  bow  and  his  coinplimcnt  ex- 
tieinely  ungraceful  and  unmeaning. 

'  This  man,'  faid  I  to  nivfelf, 
'  knows  how  to  flatter  :  his  confufion 
'  tells  his  refpeflj  1  mult  reward  him 
'  for  it.' 

And  I  immediately  called  his  f|jirits 
to  Older,  by  alTiiiing,  with  a  fmile,  I 
was  pleafed  to  fee  him. 

*  Oh!   fay  again  you  arc  pleafed!' 

'  What  fcnle  do   you   give  to  thefe 

*  wui  ds,  that  you  wifli  to  hear  them  rc- 
'   pealed  r' 

'    Thoy   have  fuch  a  charm    as    to 

*  ftrike  my  foul  with  unfpeakable  de- 
'  lif.!;ht  !  Forgive  —  but — Oh!  Mifs 
'  Henrietta,    would  this    heart  could 

*  lay  open  before  you  !' 

*  I  am  quite  a  ibanger  to  the  lan- 

*  guage  of  a  heart :  I  beg  you  would 
'  fpE'k  in   a  tongue  I  may  undeiltand 

*  anii  anfwer.  How  does  LadyBea- 
'   net?* 

x\nd  I  fat  down. 
'   Very  well.' 

And,  with  a  figh,  he  drew  a  chair 
near  mc. 

'  Tliis  opportunity  I  have  long  de- 

*  fiicd  for.  Frown  not;  my  happiuefs 
'  depends    wholly  upon  your  fmiles. 

*  Ijtgg.trme  not  of  this  minute  of  blifs; 

*  my  bcnefty  has  a  friend  in  your  vir* 
'  tue.  A  true  love  can  never  give  of- 
'  fence;  it  is  an  homage  due  to  beau- 

*  ty.' 

1  had  not  the  heart,  Sufannah,  to 
play  the  coquette,  and  plague  the  man 
whofe  I'lncerity  I  could  not  qucliion. 

'  I  thought.  Sir,  you  eltecmed  me 
'  too  much  to  talk  to  my  pride  rather 
'  than  to  my  reafon.     Do  you  believe 

*  n)e  lb  void  of  fenfe  as  not  to  be  able 

*  to  hear  b«t<if  flattery  ?    What  a  mile- 

*  r.ible  opinion  they  entertain  of  the 
'  young   vYomen   in    this    polite   age! 

*  Pray,  Sir,  find  another  topick  than 

*  mv  own  perfon,  or  give  me  leave  to 
'  letirc.  I  am  too  proud  to  rtay  with 
'  a  man  wlio  coiiiplimeiits  my  vanity  at 
<  the  expcnce  of  inv  charafter.'    . 
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*  Miftnke  me  not:  I  both  ( fteem  and 

*  loveyoii,   I  have,  undoubtedly, many 

*  of  the  faults  peculiar  to  my  age;  but 

*  I    dettft   falrtiood.     Never   have  my 

*  lips  belied  my  heart,  and  betrayed  a 

*  virtuous  woman   into  the  belief  of  a 

*  pafTion"!  did  not  feci.' 

'  Thefe  are  the  very  looks,  the  very 
'  exprefTions  of  deceit;  all  ufc  them  to 

*  betray.' 

*  In  me  they  are  the  interpreters  of 

*  truth.' 

'   If   the   moft    experienced   women 

*  are  daily  dupes  to  the  arts  of  men, 
«  what  innocent  maid  is  able  to  diftin- 

*  guidi    it   from  nature,    and   be   free 

*  from   doubt  and   fear!     Imprudence 

*  anil    felf-fufliciency    may   eafily    be- 

*  Iieve,  and  trull  their  charms  for  t!ie 

*  fecurity  cf  a  man's  words.     So  long 

*  as  I  am  not  a  fool,  forme  probability 

*  will  not  be  coiiviftion.' 

*  Will  not  you  make  an  exception?' 

*  In  your  favour?' 

*  Indeed,  I  delerve  it.' 

*  I  have  but  your  wordj  and  you  are 

*  a  .man.' 

*  Do  you  take  me  for  an  enemy  ?' 

*  Noj  but  I  will  3(51  as  if  you  were.' 

*  Soi'ufpicions,  and  you  live  happy !' 

*  For  that  very  reafon  I  am  not  mi- 

*  ferable.' 

*  What  charms  are  there  in  infenfi- 

*  bility?' 

*  Thofe  of  being  fafefrom  the  pains 
'  of  repentance.' 

'  How  can  you  feel  thofe  when  unit- 

*  ed  to  a  man  of  honour  ?' 

'  The  fcarcity  of  fuch  a  charn5ter  is 

*  not  a  temptation  to  ciedit  it  s    re- 

*  ality.' 

*  How  fevere  your  fatire  of  man- 

*  kind  !  what,  not   one  man  of  true 

*  merit  ?' 

*  What  do  you  underftand  by  true 

*  merit?    I  never  heard   of  any  thing 

*  fo  much  fpokenof;    but  it  is  fo  dif- 

*  ferenily  defined,  that  one  would  be 

*  apt  to  think  it  does  not  cxift.' 

*  True  merit  confills  in  never  doing 

*  or  talking  againft  the  diftatea  of  one's 

*  heart.' 

'    You   frighten    me.     What  !    an 
«  avowed  libertioifm  is  the  charafler  of 

*  true  merit!   Who  would   not  be   a 

*  plague  to  fociety,  were  he   to  obey 

*  but  the  calls  of  his  paffions  ?' 

*  The  natural  depravity  of  our  hearts, 

*  charming  Henrietta,  is  ccrreded  by 

*  tUi.  exceli«nt  education.     A  man  of 
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'  liberal  principles    is  humane,  gene- 

*  reus,  indulgent  to  ail  men,  and  fe- 
'  vereonly  to  himfelf.' 

'  I'ut,  Sir,  the   courtier's    creed   is 
'  abfulutely  the  reverfc  of  yours.    You 

*  do  not  pretend,  furely,  to  a  greater 
'  degree  of  wifdom,  which  of  you  i» 
«  right?' 

'   I  appeal  to  your  heart  for  a  judg- 

'  ment  between  us.' 

'   I  pronounce  in  your  favour.' 

Pic  took  my  hand  to  his  lips,  and 

printed  a  kifs  upon  it. 

•  What  avails  my  decifion,  if  I  fa- 
voured only  a  chimera?  Wiiere  is  the 
man  refembling  your  defciijit^on  ? 
13y  what  figns  may  I  know  him  from 
his  niimick?  Buffoons  excel  often  in 
the  parts  they  imitate.  Think  of  the 
dangers  to  which  one  error  expofes 
us,  of  the  unavoidable  humiliitioti 
attending  our  credulity;  who  will  re- 
fle(5l,  and  not  fufpend  his  judgmenf, 
not  wait  till  our  reafon  fatisfied  ob- 
jefls  no  longer  to  the  choice  \vc 
make  ?' 

'  Too  many  cautions,  Mifs,  are  the 
poifon  of  life  :  we  fhouKi  be  the  mcft 
wretched  of  all  creatures,  were  our 
hearts  in  a  perpetual  calm,  our  minds 
ever  capable  of  rcfleflioii.  No  ))lea- 
fuies  could  we  enjoy,  were  we  to  fub- 
mit  them  to  the  tribunal  of  reafon. 
Who  would  venture  on  the  perilous 
fea  of  marriage  with  the  view  of  the 
ftorir.s  impending  upon  it?  What 
fociety  would  long  fubfilt,  were  every 
individual  to  entertain  a  mutual  dif- 
fidence one  of  another  ?  I  do  not  lay, 
Mifs,  we  fhould  truft  a  man  upon 
his  apparent  behaviour;  too  often  is 
the  fhape  of  a  man  of  honour  the 
form  of  a  rogue;  but  let  this  never 
keep  Co  ftiifl  a  guard  upon  himfelf, 
nature  will  betray  him:  if  he  has 
vices,  he  will  forget  himfelf,  and  be 
then  the  fport  of  our  fex,  and  the 
fcorn  of  yours.  I  am  a  man,  there- 
fore liable  to  imperfections  and  fol- 
ly: this  is  no  reatbn  why  I  (hroldbe 
tainted  with  them.  Let  my  actions, 
Mifs,  anfwer  for  my  veracity;  ef- 
teem  me  fo  long  as  I  (haU  deferve 
it.' 

*  And  you  think.  Sir,  that  a  man 
ca\inot  watch  fo  attentivelv  up#n 
himfelf,  as  to  k^ep  incog,  whiilt  he  is 
plea  fed  to  be  fo  ?' 

♦  Afttiated  by  a  ftrong  pafiion,  and 
in  the  hope  of  obtaining  tht  pr!ze  he 

D  •  coveti. 
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«  covets,  the  ambitious  may  facrifire 

•  nature   to  the  onlv   want   he  feels. 

•  But  a  real  lover  has  corftantly  his 
«  heart  on  hislipsj  hi?  foul  is   feen   in 

•  his  eyes;  he  has  not  the  power  to  ile- 
«  ceive.  ..Refpeft  is  the  charafleriftick 
«  of  a  lover;  never  will  he,  or  can  he, 
«  cfFend  the   objeft  he    is   enamoured 

•  with/ 

*  And  you  love  me  ?' 

*  The  doubt  is  torment.  T  love,  fin- 
«  cevcly  love  you.' 

And  he  fell  on  his  knees. 

«  That  your  fufpicions  may  entirely 

•  vani(h,  here  is  my  hand;  difpofe  of 
«  it.     Do  you  ftill  doubt  my  fincerity  ?' 

I  felt  fuch  a  plesfare  on  feeing  him 
at  my  feet,  that  I  forgot  to  bid  him  to 
rife.  Both  my  hands  were  in  his;  and 
my  looks  told  him  plainly  I  had  a  mind 
to  believe. 

*  Do  you  ftill  doubt  my  fincerity  ?' 
«  I  do  not.    But ' 

t  But ' 

How  exprelliveof  fear  was  his  ftam- 
meringof  that  word  ! 
'  You  may  change.' 
'  Change!  No;  never,  never.    lam 

•  happy ' 

At  that  inftant  the  door  flew  open, 
and  my  mother  entered  the  room. 
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•  ATT" HAT!  Mr.  Romney  at  my 

VV  '  daughter  s  feet  !  at  a  firft 
'  vifit!  Wtiat  am  I  to  believe?' 

«  Look  upon  her,  Madam:  was  not 

•  mv    fituation   very    natural  ?    Who 

•  could    with    impunity   behold   fuch 

•  charms?  I  had  a  heart;  it  felt  their 
■«  power.     My  fortune  and  my  hands 

•  are  at  her  commands. — Dear   Hen- 

•  rietta,  your  confufion  is  an  affront 
'  \ipon  your  mother  and  me.     Since 

•  ftie  loves  you,  (he  cannot  be  offended 
«  at  the  refpeilful  attachment  of  afriend 
»  of  her  family,  my  character  and 
«  rithes  are  as  unqueftionable  as  your 

•  beauty,  and    !ier  affcf^ion   for  you. 

•  See  our  pardon  in  her  looks.' 

*  I  own.  Sir,  that   1  was  furprized 

•  at  the  novelty.     I  did  not,  indeed  I 

•  did  not  expeft  it;  but  I  am  not  an- 

•  gry-' 

Thefe  laft  words  (he  fpoke  with  a 
fmile,  and  then  darted  ai  mc  an  eye 
filled  with  inJignadon,  She  came  tu 
tr-t. 


'  Is  it  tlius,  Mifs,  ycu  keep  thepro- 
*   mife  you  n)ade  ?' 

'  'There  is  my  exciife.  Madam.' 

And  I  pointed  to  Mr.  Romney.  The 
energy  of  my  anfwcr,  (till  enforced  by 
the  firmnefs  of  my  voice,  confoundci 
Mrs.  V'erman. 

'   He  your  cxcufe  !' 

She  bit  her  lips  with  rcfentment,  and 
went  from  me. 

My  mother  had  too  much  power  over 
her  padlons  not  to  fuhdue  them  inflantr 
ly,  when  their  knowledge  would  have 
fubmitted  her  to  ccnfure;  and  too  much 
art,  not  to  put  the  moft  obliinaie  man 
out  of  his  favourite  liibjefls,  and  give  a 
converfation  the  turn  (he  liked  the  beft. 

In  vain  did  Mr.  Romney  feize  every 
opportunity  to  introduce  the  topicksof 
love  and  marriage,  his  ingenuity  was  as 
often  defeated  by  her  prudence.  Tired 
at  laft  not  to  be  able  to  put  one  word 
or  two  in  favour  of  his  defires,  he  took 
his  leave,  fully  convinced  that  if  he  had 
my  confent.  he  could  not  flatter  hiinfelf 
with  that  of  my  mother. 
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SOON  after  Mr.  Romney's  retreat, 
Mrs.  Vcrmnn's  political  indiffcr 
rence  dwindled  into  a  downright  an- 
ger. Her  facrifice  of  this  pafllon  made 
it  but  the  (lerccrwhen  (hecould  indulge 
jt.  The  bad  man  is  not  fo  heartily  in- 
cenfed  at  the  honours  conferred  upon 
his  enemy,  as  (he  was  at  the  thought 
her  rcafon  had  been  the  Ipoit  of  my  hy- 
pocrify.  Her  offended  pride  made  her 
for  fome  time  forget  tlie  mifcarriage  of 
her  favourite  plan.  She  could  not  bcir 
having  been  the  fool  of  a  daughter, 
whole  inclinations  Ihe  fancied  to  have 
at  hir  difpofal.  To  fee  me  a6l  con- 
trarily  to  her  expectation,  was  an  af- 
fault  on  hei  judgment  (he  could  not 
forgive.  All  this  (he  expreffcd  Vi^i'.h 
looks,  motions,  and  words.  No  longer 
was  I  her  beloved  Henrietta;  but  a 
bafe,  ungrateful,  unnatural  wretch, 
whom  (lie  had  nurfcd  up  like  a  tender 
friend,  to  be  the  moft  cffe^ually  rob- 
bed of  her  happinefs,  and  ftabbed  to  the 
heart. 

Confcicus  I  had  not  done  any  thing 
I  ought  to  reptnt  or  blufli  for,  I  fux 
filent,  and  with  all  the  intrepidity  of 
innocence.  'Jlic  cAm  of  my  lpu;t» 
raifcd  her  p:ifliOJi  tw  a  higher  degree. 

My 
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T^Iy  infcnfihility  f>f  her  wrongs  was  a 
keener  injury  thin  iny  clifi'imulution : 
this  might  b«  the  tlfcfl  of  fear;  hut 
the  former  could  only  be  cyufcJ  by  iii- 
difference  or  hatred. 

Had  I  then  attempted  my  defence, 
like  the  pilot  who  would  fail  againft 
the  tide  and  wind,  the  iitmoll  elforis 
of  art  and  ingenuity  would  have  prov- 
ed iinfuccefsful.  As  well  might  I  have 
told  a  young  widow,  enchanted  at  the 
death  of  an  ahliorred  hu(b.ind,  (he 
fl)6ulJ  regret  his  lofs,  and  he  a  prey  to 
forrow,  than  to  have  hoped  to  convince 
my  mother  of  the  reafonablenefs  of  my 
attachment  to  Mr.  Romney,  and  the 
abfurdity  of  her  charge  again(t  me.  I 
waited  till  flie  had  abfolutely  loft  the 
power  of  fpeech,  and  of  cxprefling  \n 
her  features  a  violent  affeflion  of  the 
foul.  So  uncommon  a  flood  of  fury 
could  not  continvie:  the  delicacy  of  her 
frame  could  not  long  libour  under  the 
de'troyinglienfation:  the  moment  came, 
when,  between  a  half  breathing  and 
fainting,  flie  forcibly  abandoned  to  me 
her  ears  and  her  reafon. 

I  told  her  of  the  force  of  the  circum- 
ftances;  fhe  ihook  her  head  with  con- 
tempt of  the  good  qualities  and  fortune 
of  Mr.  Romney,  which  would  fatisfy 
fven  the  ambition  or  fenfibility  of  a 
gill  my  fuperior  in  birth  or  accom- 
plilliments. 

*  Weak  girl!   weak  girl !' 

And  fhe  put  her  hands  upon  her 
eyes. 

'  What  happinefs,  dear  Madam,  can 

*  your  daughter  promife  herfelf  with 

*  a  nobleman   who  will  love  her  but 

*  fo  long  as  her  charms  fhall  pleafe  his 

*  fancy,  and  fcorn  her  from  the  hour 

*  the  novtlty  being  vaniiTied,  he  will 

*  repent  the  choice  he  made  ?  Love  may 

*  for  a  while   filence  pride  and  ambi- 

*  tion  ;  but  when  it's  illufions  are  paf- 

*  fed,  will  not  the  once  favourite  in- 

*  clination   be  curfed  as    the  caufe    of 

*  endlefs    fhaine  and   forrow?     If  the 

*  good-nature  of  an  hufband  does  not 

*  permit  him  to  declare  his  thoughts 

*  openly,  does  not  the  difcerning  Mf. 

*  love  of  his  wife  trace  them  in  his  be- 

*  haviour  ?  What  woman  of  any  de- 

*  licacycan  tamely  fufier  the  diflike  of 

*  herhuiband?  Diflike!   rather  (hou Id 

*  I  have  faid  his  contempt  !  What  vir- 

*  tue  can  then  be  guarded  againft  the 

*  temptation   of  revenge  ?     I'hough  a 

*  Clime,  who  will  not  commit  it?  lu 


'  vain   fhould   we  call  to  religion  for 

*  help  againft  the  refenrmcnt  of  our 
'  hearts.  The  woman,  I  ft-ar,  is  al- 
'  ways  between  God  and  our  prayers. 
'  Expofe  me  not,  dear  Midam,  to  a 
'   futurity  marked  with   defpijir,   vice, 

*  and  folly.     In  an  union   with   Mr. 

*  Romney,  equality  of  rank  fiecs  tna 

*  from  his  difdain,' 

«  Leave  me  !  leave  me,  thou  thought- 
'   lefsgirlr 

'  I  will  not  till  I  have  found  my  mo- 

*  thcr  again.' 

'  Forget  that  man,  and  I   am  thy 
'   mother.' 

*  Would  you  fee  me  miferablc  ?' 

*  Thou  art  a  fool,  Henrieitaj  thou 

*  art  a  fool!  Leave  me.' 

*  On  my  knees  I  beg  for  forgivenefs, 

*  and  your  approbation.' 

'  Expeft  neither  of  them.   What  ob- 

*  ftinacy  I    I  have  no  patience.' 

And  rifing  with  the  motions  of  the 
utmoft  difplcafure.' 

*  To  your  room — no   more  will  I 

*  hear — to  your  room  this  moment!' 
I  fighed,  and  obeyed. 


LETTER    XXVJI. 

THE  two  following  days  I  was 
kept  dole  prifoner,  and  forbid 
the  ufe  of  my  pen.  This  feverity 
ftrengthened  the  pafTion  it  was  intend- 
ed to  deftroy.  In  the  abfence  of  the 
daily  diverfions  which  took  up  my  time 
and  my  thoughts,  my  fancy  naturally 
gave  way  to  the  feelings  of  my  heart, 
as  the  fole  relief  againlt  the  tedioufhcfs 
of  captivity.  A  perpetual  reverie  on 
■the  man  we  love  miift  necefTarily  add 
to  his  charms,  and  our  tendernefs. 
He  is  not  like  a  caftle  we  build  in  the 
air  with  the  richeft  materials  our  ima- 
ginations can  dream  of;  and  whofe 
ltru(5lure,  in  the  fobriety  of  our  fenfes, 
reafon  difipproves,  and  pulls  down: 
this  is  not  the  fate  of  a  lover;  wc  are 
always  fo  fmitten  with  the  agreeabli? 
picture,  as  to  have  it  not  in  our  power 
to  difcern  it's  defe(5ls.  Mrs.  Vermin's 
proceedings favouredMr.  Romney:  no: 
once  did  Reafon  whifper  that  prejudice 
might  lead  the  pencil.  I  drew,  and 
was  pleafed  with  my  work. 

To  thefe  two  days  of  entire  folitude, 
Sulannah,  I  owe  my  prefent  misfor- 
tunes;   they  decided  my  palfion,  and 
madu  me  the  wretch  I  am.     Mv  n\o- 
D  z  thjr— 


HENRIETTA, 


thei— but  that  cbarafter  is  facred — I 
nuft  fiipprel's  m^'  complaints,  and  fuf- 
fer  jn  filence. 

#  # 
I  WAS  iT.ufing  upon  the  continual 
divorces  an^ong  the  great,  all  caufed 
either  by  an  inequality  of  birth  and 
fortune,  or  a  difference  of  humour,  and 
trembling  to  rank  one  day  with  iliefe 
nnfoitunate  J  vwhen  the  houkkeeper 
gave  me  the  following  letter. 

*  TO   MI5S   HENRIETTA   VERMAN. 

*  'Vjn'  HEN  my  Henrietta's  ingenuity, 
*  betraying  the  fentiments  of 
her  heart,  opened  befors  me  the  ever- 
flowery  path  of  happinefs,  how  could 
I  have  ihougUt  I  was  then  upon  the 
yery  brink  of  inifery  !  I  had  hardly 
indulged  the  hope  of  blifs  when  it 
Tsnifhed,  and  left  but  pain  behind. 
The  ftarving  wretch  who,  finding  a 
purfe  of  gold,  is  robbed  of  it  at  the 
vtry  minute  his  foul  dilates  with  jov 
at  the  delightful  fight,  fuft'ers  not  half 
the  torments  my  fatal  difappoint- 
ment  has  oppreiTed  me  with  !  Chance 
may  fHll  favour  him  ;  that  is  a  com- 
fort :  I  have  none!  Defpair  only  is 
in  view  J  it  reaches  my  heart;  it  is 
tern — exquifitely  torn  !  I  wifli  but 
for  death,  fince  1  cannot  obtain  my 
Henrietta! 

'  Mrs.  Vrrman's  ambition  is  an  cb- 
ftacle  I  have  it  not  in  my  power  to 
conquer.  Of  all  pafllons  it  is  the 
mcft  inflexible;  it  haniens  a  heart, 
and  beggars  it  of  jullice  and  humani- 
ty. Maternal  love  is  now  a  dormant 
viitue  in  a  mother's  breaft  :  of  fancy 
or  pride  Ihe  obeys  the  diflaies;  they 
ari;  the  fole  counfellors  flje  advifes 
v,itb,  either  for  the  fafhion  of  her 
drefs,  or  the  eftablifliinent  of  her 
children.  This  indifference  of  their 
happinels,  once  grown  into  habit, 
rcaion  can  never  alter:  fhe  will  have 
them  fee  through  her  own  eyes,  argue 
3R  (lie  feels,  and  conclude  as  flic  re- 
Jolves.  Oh,  dear  Henrietta!  what 
have  not  I  to  fe.ir  ?  Who  will  foften 
Mis.  Verman  into  a  compliance  with 
our  di  fires,  if  /he  commands,  and 
will  not  leave  to  her  daughter  the 
liberty  of  lier  choice  ?  Will  not  your 
virtue  facrifice  the  man  of  your  htart 
to  your  mother;  yield  to  her  iniiea- 


ties,  or  be  compelled  («  obey,  froifi 
the  apprehenfions  of  making  her  un- 
happy?  This  thought  makes  HiC 
mad!  No!  virtue  orders  not  the  in- 
human facrifice  !  You  may  difobey, 
and  be  ftiH  virttious.  The  rigi.ts  of 
a  mother  cxterid  net  to  the  power  of 
making  her  children  miferable.  Both 
nature  and  law  are  in  your  favotii", 
de^r  Henrietta  :  you  liave  youj  felf 
rights  which  a  m  ther  can  neither 
difpute  nor  invalidate  ;  they  are  as 
facred  as  hers.  If  y  u  love  me,  vcur 
foul  will  be  as  free  from  her  uCuipeJ' 
authority  as  your  choice:  forgive,  i:  I 
fay  it  will  be  trte  from  blame.  Kiches 
I  aik  not ;  your  own  perfon  is  the 
only  portion  I  am  defirou?  to  pcfTels. 
My  paiTIon  is  as  difmteielkd  as  your 
viitues  are  real  and  unlpotted  :  you 
only  I  Jove ;  any  other  advantage 
which  your  fortune  cin  beftow  1  dif- 
dain;  let  Mrs.  Verman  enjoy  it. 
Would  it  could  pay  fur  her  confent! 
But,  alas!  her  only  foible  is  pride; 
and  this,  not  gold,  but  titles  and 
grandeur,  can  flatter  and  delight. 
Henrietta!  how  warmly  flie  licfired 
Lady  Ber.net  yefterday  to  v.fe  ail  her 
influence  over  me,  that  I  (hould  no 
more  think  of  you,  as  flie  was  abfo. 
lutely  determined  Jiever  to  accept  me 
for  her  fon-in-Iaw  !  As  warmly  did 
my  aunt  defend  my  caufe.  Had  fte 
fpoke  to  3  mother,  we  had  gained  : 
but  the  ambitious  woman  is  not  Co 
eafily  fubdued;  her  pleafure  is  hep 
reafon.  Henrietta!  dear  Henrietta  ! 
from  your  gencrofity  my  tortured 
foul  expe.Sls  relief:  pity  a  man  whofe 
fole  crime  is  to  love  you;  and  not 
repent,  though  death  fhould  be  the 
confequenee  of  the  pafTion  he  feels  ! 
One  word  from  you  will  fave  me 
from  de(tru8icn,  and  animate  my 
courage  to  triumph  over  the  oblti- 
nacy  of  pride  "and  ambition.  Oh! 
write  that  word  j  aad  I  fliall  be 
yours, 

*   ROMNEV, 

*  P.  S.  Mrs.  Verman's  houfekeeper 

*  will  deliver  you  this  letter  ;   you 
'  may    tjul^    her   with    your    an- 

*  fwer.     Henrietta  I   welcome  the 

*  tears  this  paper  will  tell  you  I 

•  have   fhed  :    they  are  the  tears 

•  of  love  and   defpair;    welcome 

•  them!    Adieu !' 

LETTER 
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LETTER     XXVIir. 

«  ^T~»HOU  rtialt  ncilber  die  nor  df- 
Jl.  '  ("pair!'  exclaimed  I,  wlieii  I 
had  reati  :  '  my  hatiJ  is  a  debt  I  iim't 
and  will  pay  to  thy  love  and  geiic- 
rofitv !  Honour  aiiJ  virtue  cannot 
objeit  to  thee  for  my  htifljand:  when 
tljelt"  llturc  me  the  elicem  of  miiii- 
kiiui,  I  will  defend  my  lawful  titles 
to  freedom  and  hnppin-fs.  iveligion 
forbids  filicide  and  faUliood  :  would 
not  my  marrying  the  man  I  (lioiiid 
hate  lic  the  murder  of  inyfe'.f  ?  and 
the  Vcs  I  ihoiild  pronounce  a  wilful 
perjury?  My  foul  fcorns  the  con- 
itraint  imp»("cd  upon  it's  afF.<^ions. 
Thou  lovett  mel  I  ihall  be  thine  I 
For  thee  I  will  brave  pi  avers  and 
ihreatcnings;  I  will  not  know  tlia 
mother  undrr  the  (hape  ot  a  tyrant, 
and  fubmit  to  her  defpntick  fw  iy  1' 
The  1-tll  words  were  llill  on  my  lips, 
when  I  received  Mrs.  Vermar.'s  orders 
to  ftep  to  her  clofet. 

The  chearful  features  flie  had  put 
on  cheated  me  not  of  my  reafon.  My 
knowledge  of  her  thoughts  told  me  of 
a  fcene  in  which  her  heart  and  her 
tongue  would  be  at  a  perpetual  va- 
riance. 

The  awful  gravity  of  my  counte- 
nance announcing  plainly  that  I  was 
not  happy,  Mrs.  Verman  feemed  to 
feol  a  concern,  and  to  indulge  a  look 
of  real  tendernels.  She  made  me  a 
I'lnjn  to  tajfc  a  chair  and  fit  by  Jier  ; 
tiicn  aroi'e,  and  walked  penfive,  varying' 
her  motions  according  to  the  afcen- 
daney  which  maternal  love  or  indigna- 
tion obtained  in  her  mind.  The  latter 
at  lad  prevailed  ;  but,  that  it  might 
not  enforce  my  dilobedience  by  pro- 
voking the  haughtmefs  oi  my  already 
jncenfed  foul,  Oie  borrowed  the  mien 
and  language  of  the  former. 

*   When  I  condemned  you  to  a  fewr 

*  days    retreat,    Henrietta,    I  deprived 

*  my^eU  of  a  daughter  whofe  company 
'  and    converlation     are    my    delight. 

*  This  apparent  (everity  my  attachment 
'   to  you   commanded:    however  pain - 

*  ful  the  laciificc,  I  hefitatcd  not,  fmce 
'  I  hoped  It  would  avail  to  your  happi- 
'   nefs.' 

Here  (he  fmiled  upon  me  ;   and,  tak- 
ing afieflioiiately  my  hands  in  hers — 
*   I   knew  that    the   reafon   of    my 

*  (laughter  would  exert   itfelf  in  the 
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iiiliM  of  3  foliiude,  and  reconcile  her 
to  the  dffues  of  a  mullicr  who,  di- 
vc.'ted  of  every  prejudice,  free  front 
ihe  blindncfs  of  pafiion,  lees  thine* 
fuch  as  they  are,  and  lives  but  10 
make  you  happy.  Were  not  I  fwayed 
by  this  motive,  my  conl'ent  would 
inilinily  follow  your  inciinalion  t 
with  you  would  I  tMnk  of  the  pte- 
fent  only,,  forget  the  fatal  elfcds  of 
an  indifcreet  piepoflrffion,  and  make 
no  ull- of  my  experience. 
'  W'.re  you  certain,  which  is  im- 
poflihle,  to  love,  and  be  loved,  till 
age,  deadening  defire,  puts  a  period 
to  enjoyment,  I  would  (iilh  tell  you, 
Henriot'.a,  you  (hill  Sc  unhappy.  If 
your  heart  feels  pnliions  your  hulband 
cannit  gratify,  the  days  you  ihdll 
live  will  be  a  perpetual  trajifuioa 
tioin  pain  to  picafure  ;  and  this^ 
thougii  ever  foixquifite,  will  yield  to 
the  ke/snnels  of  the  f.rmer.  Unlelk 
you  a^c  abfoluteiy  diverted  of  pridv, 
envy,  ambition,  and  avarice,  I  tell 
you  again,  you  fhall  be  unhappy. 
But  you  are  a  woman,  Henrietta  j 
tlierefoie  liable  to  change,  to  fed^ 
■■ini\  be  deceived.  It  is  with  pleafure 
as  with  our  taite  for  plays,  mulick, 
and  dancing.  Who  long  like  the  re- 
petition of  the  fame  amufements  ?  co 
they  not  leave  our  foul  in  a  vacuity 
of  (enfations,  although  in  the  midft 
ot  their  pretended  raptures  ? 
'  Innumerable  are  our  wants,  Hen- 
rietta ;  ilirir  chain  is  linked  up  from 
a  leal  pyflion  to  the  leemingly  infig- 
nilicant  caprice:  each  has  a  poi::;- 
nancy  which  brooks  no  ptivation  ;"it 
is  a  torment  to  wi(h  in  vain  for  tlie 
facisfaftion  of  a  dsfire.  You  have 
none  now  but  to  pleafe  Mr.  Romneyj 
but  to  think  he  loves  you ;  you  (lia'll 
have  the  fame  (b  long  as  I  attempt  to 
dtfti'oy  it.  Such  is  the  effcft  of  a 
contradiftedpafTion;  but  does  notyour 
reafon  teli  you  that  this  very  defire 
fubfiils  only  from  my  oppolltion,  and 
that  my  confent  would  prefently 
weaken  it  in  your  heart  ?  Throuc^li 
your  own  obllimacy,  would  you  be 
deaf  to  yourown  ir.terclt,  and  engage 
in  a  marriage  of  which  you  mull  and 
(liall  repent  one  day  ?  Love  is  like 
champaign  ;  it  picafes  the  tafte,  and 
intoxicates  the  underllanding.  Who 
from  a  thoufand  inftances,  convinced 
it  has  fuch  an  effea,  will  truft  only 
to  experience  fgr  the  certainty  of  it, 

♦    OP 
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•  or  drink  »t  immoderately,  or  not  rc- 

•  fv.ovc  the  obnoxkms  bottle  froin  his 
«  fight  ?   As  the  palate  is  at  iaft  dil"- 

*  gofteJ  at  the  bewitching  liquor,   fo 

•  does  any  pafllon  whatever  die  away 

•  in  the  heart  of  a  woman.     I  except 

*  none    but    pride,    the   ever-faithful 

*  companion  of  fe!f-iove  ;  which  at  ail 

*  times,  and  every  leaibn  cf  life,  con- 

*  tinues    to   command,     aiid    to    be 

•  obeyed.' 


LETTER     XXIX. 

t  TiyTADAM!  Madam! ' 

-lVX  And  I  gave  my  head  the  im- 
patient turn  cf  incredulity. 

The  fokmn  dignity  of  my  exclama- 
tion, and  the  fenle  I  marked  it  with, 
aftoniflied  my  m.other. 

«  Will  not  religion  and  virtue  fecure 
my  peace  and  felicity  better  than  the 
power  of  gratifying  every  call  of  a 
depraved  fancy?  You  talk  of  pride 
and  felf-love  as  the  fupi  erne  rulers  of 
our  attions  :  whst  would  religion  and 
virtue  avail  mankind,  were  they,  far 
from  obeying,  authorized  to  violate 
their  didates?  The  man  who  could 
eraie  from  his  mind  the  ideas  of  juft 
and  imjurt,  and  adopt  his  pleafuje 
for  his  only  law,  would  forteit  his 
nature,  aad  be  a  inoniter.  My  at- 
tachment to  Ml".  Romncy,  fupportcd 
by  the  love  of  my  duty,  will  enable 
mc  to  reach,  with  honour,  the  career 
I  haveto  run  over.  Were  I  to  travel 
St  with  a  man  whofeonlv  merit  fhoulJ 
he  his  coronet,  the  ipeiRatorr,  under 
the  attire  of  content,  would  fee  in  me 
the  viftim  of  vanity,  here  and  there, 
in  fearch  of  the  happinefs  (he  had 
tiioughtlel'sly  lolt.' 
•  Did  you  live  in  a  community  of 
nuns,  your  eloquence  would  make  a 
very  brilliant  part  in  their  enthuli - 
aftick  tittle-tattle.  Poor  Henrietta  ! 
how  fallen  tl.ou  art !  I  admire  your 
morals,  and  ci.mplimer.t  you  upon 
your  iiew-enliglitened  fcruples:  when 
indifferent,  your  leufcn  was  the  envy 
of  all  your  fiiends.  You  lovc;  they 
are  revenged  :  fiom  their  hearts  they 
will  pity  you — indeed  they  will  pity 
you  !  As  1  hope,  however,  that  you 
are  not  beyond  the  power  of  remedy, 
I  give  you  four  and  twenty  hours  to 
argue  your  fcnfes  into  their  ulual 
cogluefs  and  lubtiitly.     Abufe  not 


your  judgment ;  it  \»ill  eadlv  point 
out  to  you  the  menns  for  a  prompt 
recovery.  If,  then,  your  fit  is  not 
over,  I  will  be  the  ph\GcLan  myfelf, 
and  force  a  cure  on  your  diftempered 
brain.  Since  your  reafon  is  afleep, 
yoiir  mother's  niuft  be  awakened,  to 
fave  yos  from  the  dangers  of  infatua- 
tion :  it  is  my  duty,  and  I  will  dif- 
charge  it.  1  knew  I  have  not  your 
thanks  for  beirg  fo  ftuclious  of  )oi;r 
happinefs  ;  that  vur  he^rt  rebels 
againft  the  methoc!  I  take  ti>  procure 
it  to  you  :  your  ingratitude  offends 
me  not.  As  I  would  not  alk  a  blind 
man  his  op-nion  of  the  drefs  I  wear, 
in  the  circumttance  you  are,  I  will 
not  require  you  fliould  be  juftorable 
to  dift:nguilh  the  remedy  from  the 
poifon  :  to  me  it  belongs  to  take  care 
you  (houid  not  miltake.' 
And,  with  a  nod  of  her  head,  ftie  bid 
me  to  retire. 


LETTER    XXX. 

'  TTEIGH-HO!'  fighed  I,  when 
JtJl  I  had  got  into  my  room;  and  I 
leaned  a  few  minutes  upon  the  back  of 
a  chair  :  my  heart  fo  oppreffed,  ytt  un- 
able to  relieve  it  by  the  Ihedding  of  one 
fingle  tear. 

'  Is  it  pofTlble,'  exclaimed  I,  with 
tlie  mournful  accent  of  forrdw»  '  that 

*  the  pafFion  I  feel  fhould  be  only  a 
'  whim   which   riles  and  dies  in  cur 

*  breafts  as  fancy  commands!  that, 
'  from  my  mother's  mere  oppolition  to 
'  my  wifhts,  Mr.  Romnev  borrows  his 
'  merit,   and   I   indulge  my  hopes  of 

*  happinefs!  If  fo,  of  what  ufe  to  us 
'  can  ReaTon  be?    Why  does  (he  deny 

*  me  the  help  flie  giants  to  my  mother? 

*  How  came  I,  though  willing,  rot  to 
'  part  a  chimera  from  reality  ?  I  feel  I 

*  love;  every  thought  confirms  it :  yet 
'  I  love  not !  Ridiculous  !   1  am  not  fo 

*  much  undei  the  fway  of  folly  as  to 

*  be  guilty  of  fo  unreafonable  a  mif- 

*  lake!  J  Icve ;  and  Mr.  Romncy  is 
«  the  objtai' 

I  fat  down,  and  took  the  letter  he 
had  written  ;  read  it  again  and  again  ; 
and  every  pcrufal  added  to  my  elteem 
and  love  for  him. 

'  My  mother  differs  from  me,  and 

'  objects  to  my  choice  !'  The  thought 

filled  my  heart  with  vexation.     •  The 

«  haired  of  a  mother  J'   My  foul,  Su- 

fannab. 
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f.;nnHh,  funk  unjer  the  fear  of  that 
haticdf  I  was  inllantly  hedcwed  wnh 
tears,  and  niurirmred  half  an  hour 
;4gaiiift  (lie  li'.our  of  my  fate,  which 
hi«d  placed  the  dif).i  lea  fine  of  a  mother 
between  happlncls  .t.ul  inc. 

Mrs.  Moiiiton,  the  honfekeeper, 
found  mcdcjfSed,  :indin  the  iirmoll  dc- 
^pondejicy,  whtn  (lie  came  into  tiic 
room.  The  fpei5tacle  of  my  forrow 
drew  fobbings  from  her  bofom,  and 
tears  from  her  eyes:  (he  rcfpeJled  my 
filtincc,  and  partook  of  my  .ngony. 
•  Dc;ir  Mrs.  Moulton  ! — my  mother 

*  — my  mother!    Iha%'e  nohopes — lam 

*  mifcrahie  ! — She  hates  the  tliought  of 

*  Mr.  Romnev  ! — Oh!  my  heart  burfts 

*  with    pain' — She   threatens — Mrs. 

*  Mouiton — (lie  has  threatened  mc! — 

*  But  four  and  twenty  hours  has  flie 

*  granted  to  my  reafon  for  theconqneft 

*  of  my  pafllon  !  Then,  if  I  continue 
'  to  love,  from  her  I  am  to  expecl  ha- 

*  tred  and  ill  ufage — from  a  mother  !  — 

*  who  can  endure  the  fatal  ftroke  ! — 

*  from  a  mother  !  My  virtue  is  (liock- 

*  ed — iier  anger  will  be  death!' 

'  Your    rtifpeft    for    your   mother, 

*  Mifs,  I  will  not  weaken  :   I  will  fpare 

*  your  delicacy  my   judginent  of  her 

*  behaviour.  However  uncommonly 
'   feveie,  however  contrary  to  the  feet- 

*  ings  of  a  tender  parent,  you  are  her 
'  daughter;  I  ftiaii  not,  againll  her, 
' ,  vindicate  your  wrongs  :   but  is  (he  to 

*  abiife  the  authority  your  good-nature 

*  gives  her  over  you;  to  turn  to  your 
'  di  lad  vantage  an  attachment  (he  (houKi 

*  reward,  and  overlook  your  happinei's, 

*  to  gratify  a  whim'  Therightsof  anio- 

*  therend  when  (he  begins  to  be  unjuit : 
'  no  longer  can  children  be  compelled 

*  to  obey,  or  tear  the  (ling  of  remorfe 
'  for  a  lebcllion  which  nature  avows. 

*  The  facrificeof  one's  I'eif  all  lawsdif- 

*  approve;  that  folly  c:iM  enter  the 
'  heads  only  of  the  fools  ;tnd   mad. 

*  I^Ir.  Romney  will  juftify  your   dif- 

*  obedience:  malice  or  envy  have  no 

*  dirts  to  throw  againll  him,  lb  real 

*  are  hi*  virtues  and  fortune.  Your 
?  iiMdhcf  heifelf  will  not  dare  to  (hew 

*  an  indignation  (he  couid  not  Aippoit: 

*  although  vexed  at  the  mil'carriage  of 
'  4  fLTOJeit  her  pride  had  delighted  to 

*  form,  her  relpeft  for  herfeif  will 
•■  Imother  it  in    her  brcalt ;    her  pride 

*  itj'elf  will  foiKe  her  to  applaud  what 

*  Qlt  canJt'mns  in  hirr  heart.     Be  no 


*  longer  iineafy,d<ar  Mifs;  relieve  that 

*  opprelfed  heart  with  the  hope  of  bcmr 
«  happy  J  the  man  you  love  you  fliaii 
'  have:  let  this  trickling  tear  be  the 
«   la(t  yon  (bed.' 

'  Mrs.  Mouiton,  if  my  mother  could 
'  forgive,  think  of  the  interval  between 
'  htr  anger  and  her  pjrdon !  her  fuf- 
'  ferings  my  foul  will  partake.  Mr. 
'  Romney's  fmilcs,  and  unfeigned  af- 
'   fe6lion,  will  not  make  me  unnatural; 

*  ftlll  I  (hall  be  a  daughter,  though  for- 

*  faken  by  my  mother.' 

*  That  fiiuation  will  be  but  Hiort  j 
'  what  are  a   few  days  of  trmible  to 

*  years  of  real  mifeiy?     Would   you 

*  marry  a  man  you  (hould  hate, in  com- 

*  plimen:  to  Mrs.  Verman's  choice  ?' 

*  Talk  not  thus  !  Neverwould  I  !  So 
'  much  bafenefs  my  foul  difdiins!' 

*  Then  you  m.ult  be  certain  to  live 
'  -at  a  perpetual  enmity  with  her.  Doci 

*  not  her  lefufal  of  Mr.  Romney  prove 
'  her  partiality  to  another?   You  know 

*  him  not  yet;  but  to-morrow — next 

*  week — his  hand  may  be  tendered  to 
'  you  with  the  voice  of  abfolute  com- 

*  mand.  Perhaps  a  man,  exhaultcd  by 
'  age  and  debauchery,  without  arj 
'  virtues  to  commend  him  to  your  cl- 
'  teem  but  the  fiilitious   honours   he 

*  inherited    from    his    anceftors:    you 

*  (hudder;  thepifture  may  be  realized. 

*  Falfe  pride  is  always  ealjly  contented; 
'   It  grafps  at  a  (hadow;  a  brilliant  no- 

*  thing  will  fatisfy  it  !' 

*  You  frighten  me  1  ^^'hat  can  I 
'  dor' 

*  Of  two  evils  chufe  the  Iea(t.     Put 

*  in  one  I'cale  your  love  tor  Mr.  Rom- 

*  ney,  with  the  tranfitory  anger  of  Mrs. 
'  Vernian  ;  and,  in  tlie  other,  twenty 

*  years  of  an  incetfant  difiike  and  for- 
'  row:  wcigb  well;  which  will  carry 
'  it?' 

'  My  love  \  my  love !  No  longer  am 
'  I  in  fufpenfe;  no  longer  will  I  truft 
'  my  happincfs  to  the  diicretion  of  a 

*  prepofTiff^d  mother!   Was  (he  infen- 

*  fible  of  the  evils  (he  expofes  me  to, 
'  of  the  error  (he  Co  tenderly  cherifhes, 

*  and  ilncerely  wiftnng  to  diCcover  her 
'  milbke,   I    might  Hatter  myfclf   to 

*  open  her  mind  to  the  light  of  reafon, 
'  a.nd  be  happy  with  her  own  confeijt. 

*  Even  then,  as  her  denial  would  pro« 

*  cezd    from    her   aife<5lion    to   me,    £ 

*  (hculd  Wait  till  every  fear  (hould  be 
'  fublided,    every    doubt  loft   in  con. 

*  vj^ftian  :  but  Mrs,  Verman  cannot  be 

'  deceived: 
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rfeceiv'fd";  (he  loves  me  rot  j  herfelf, 
and  not  me,  fhe  conllders  in  the  dif- 
pofal  cf  my  hand.  Like  the  volup- 
tuary, who,  fcdrning  to  pleafe  tne 
tafte  of  his  guefts,  orders  his  dinner 
to  his  own  liking,  regardlefs  of  n-y 
inclinations,  (he  would  force  upon 
me  the  man  of  her  fancy.  Slie  is  my 
m.cther :  cnn  the  name  make  up  tor 
the  wart  of  tenderneis,  and  bind  me, 
like  the  fiave,  to  hive  no  will  to  think 
but  at  the  pleal'ureof  a  tyrant?  No!  I 
fiiakeoff  thedifgraceful  yoke, and  wiil 
be  mylelf.  Scruples,  aw::y  !  too  long 
have  I  laboured  under  your  delnficn : 
I  will  love,  and  be  free. — Dear  Mis. 
Mouhon^  let  Mr.  Komnty  be  ac- 
quainted with  the  fentiments  of  my 
htart  ;  let  him  know  he  plcafes,  and 
1  will  be  his  :  from  me  he  delcrves 
the  flattering  affiirance.  Tell  him  I 
am  fentible  of  his  love  and  niei  t; 
tell  him — but  no — he  a(ks  a  wora — 
I  will  write  it — fetch  me  paper  and 
pen — I  have  been  unmercifully  de- 
barred of  their  ufe.  Go  !  make  hafte! 
I  will  hear  nothing!  Mv  foul  is  im- 
patient of  delay  1  my  lover  muft  be 
happy!  Who  knows  but  this  very 
minute  he  curfes  the  air  he  breathes  ? 
Oh!  let  him  not  blalpheme  againit  a 
life  I  will  have  him  to  enjoy  !  Go! 
Why  do  you  (tare?  Have  not  you 
heard  me  ?' 

#  * 
My  enthnfiafm,  Sufannah,  had  pafs- 
ed  in  Mrs.  Moulton's  heait;  her  joy 
at  my  fudden  relolve  had  taken  from 
her  the  powers  of  fpeech  and  motion  ; 
twice  I  repeated  the  order  before  I  per- 
ceived (lie  was  unable  to  obey. 

Alarmed  at  her  filence,  (till  more  at 
her  frightful  ftupi.d  countenance,  I 
fhook  her  by  her  hand  ;  down  upon  the 
fioor  came  the  flaring,  open-mouthed 
Mrs.  Moulton.  Her  fall  reftored  im- 
ricdrately  their  aftivity  to  her  inani- 
xnat'-d  fenfes, 

'  Lord  !  Lord  !  I  was  fo  ftruck  ! 
«  How  happy    Mr.   Romney !    What 

*  jiews  for  Inm  !' 

And  (lie  half  limped,  half  ran  out  of 
the  room  for  the  materials  I  wanted. 

#     m 

*  Virtue  cannot  be  offended,'  ex- 
claimed I  when  alone  :  '  it  is  not  ti  falfe 

*  tlep.     I  may,  without  blu(hing,  own 

*  the  palficn  of  my  heart  to  the  man 


*  who  feels  the  fame  for  me  ;  coqxiefrjr 

*  may  think  it  prudent  to  be  falfe.      I 
'  love;  I  will  be  true:   it  is  criminal 

*  to  play  'jv't'h  the  happinefs  of  the  man 

*  we  really  believe  lincere  and  deferv- 
'  ing.' 

*  He  is  fo ;  he  is  fo :  I  anfwer  for 
'  him,'  faid  Mrs.  Moulton,  who  had 
heard  the  laft  phrafc. 

*  Have  not  I  a  better  guarantee  than 

*  Tour  vi'ord  r ' 
And  I  I  mi  led. 

*  You  have  it  in  your  charms/ 

*  Flatterer!' 

I  fat  down,  and  wrote  the  following 
letter. 

*        # 

'    TO   CHARLES    ROMNEY,    ESQUIRE. 

*  SIB, 

'  T  Have  fearch'-d  into  my  heart,  and 

■*■   '   found  I  efteeru  you  ;  nay,  there 

'  often  a   more  tender  i'entiment  than 

'  elteem  prevails  :  did  moderty  give  me 

*  leave,  I  would  name  it  love.  My 
'  conlcioufntrs  of  your  virtuts  keeps  mc 
'  from  blotting  out  the  word.     1  have 

*  written  it  ;  you  may  read.  I  love;  I 
'  will  not  deny  it :  but  of  what  avail 

*  is  my  telling  I  love  you  to  our  hap- 

*  pine(s  ?  A  mother  1 — I  will'wi'ite  no 

*  more. 

*  Henrietta  Verman.' 


LETTER     XXXL 

AFTER  the  Hep  I  had  taken,  Su- 
fannah, neither  my  mind  nor  my 
heart  could  change,  and  tamely  fuifer 
the  tyranny  of  a  mother.  From  the 
conviftion  that  my  charafler  was,  and 
would  be  free  from  (lander,  I  grew 
ftiong  and  unconqiifrable. 

The  return  of  Mrs.  Moulton,  on 
wliofe  features  wandered  the  talkative 
joy  of  a  (ucccfsful  nu-flenger,  and  the 
fight  of  a  letter  from  Mr.  Komii«y,  iu- 
creafed  ftill  my  courage,  and  aifuied 
my  triumph. 

Mrs.  Moulton  would  have  made 
fjort  with  my  impatience;  but,  how- 
ever agreeable  to  hear,  I  could  not  then 
liften.  From  her  1  fnatchcd  the  letter, 
broke  the  feal  open,  and  involuntarily 
kiflld  the  full  line  uiy  eyes  fell  upon. 


TQ 
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*   TO  MISS  HENRIETTA  VERMAN. 

*  vrOU  love  me!  Welcome  to  my 
^  •  heart  are  the  rapturous  words. 
You  love  me  !  My  foul  has  pnlll-d  In 
my  eyes  to  read  tlie  enchantintj  ex- 
preflion,  to  intoxicate  itfelf  with  de- 
lie;ht  at  the  unexpeftcd  blifs.  You 
love  me  !  No  longer  am  1  fearful ;  I 
brave  every  obftacle,  and  defy  the  moft 
inveterate  enemy  !  Oh,  Henrietta  ! 
you  have  rellored  life  to  my  dying 
fpirits:  this  life  is  your  work;  it  is, 
and  ever  fl'^ail  be  devotfd  to  you!  every 
thought,  every  dcfire  (hall  center  in 
you  !  I  will  think  but  to  plcafe!  I  will 
wifti  but  to  fee  you  happy  !  Not  once 
(hall  yon  perceive  an  abatement  in  my 
affc6lion,  in  my  tranfports!  Ever  eager 
to  ga2e,  to  lillen,  to  enjoy,  my  feelings 
will  have  the  conllant  fire  of  novelty. 
What  hixuriancy  of  raptures  your 
pofTefTicn  fi.itters  me  with  !  Each  fenfe 
alternately,  all  i'ometimes  at  once  will 
fink  under  the  load  of  pleafure  :  you 
will  fatisfy  their  rLftlefs  curiolity,  and 
fix  them  upon  your'looki,  your  mo- 
tions, your  words  ;  and,  lender  your 
heavenly  touch,  my  happinefs  will  be 
too  exquifue;  it  will  !,e  more  than  a 
mortal  can  bear.  You  love  me  1 
How  many  the  plcafing  emotions 
fpringing  from  thefe  words  !  A  par- 
don  is  not  more  grateful  to  the  cri- 
minal condemned  to  die,  than  theCe 
words  are  to  my  heart.  Yen  love 
me!  you  have  made  me  3  man.  Mrs. 
Verman,  though  never  fo  inflexible, 
fliall  yield;  fhe  cannot  refift  the  en- 
treaties of  a  lover:  if  rtie  does,  I 
have  a  friend,  a  powerful  friend,  in 
your  heart.  Henrietta!  liitcntohis 
counCels,  he  fliall  not  deceive  you  1 
my  honour  warrants  the  refoKui>.!i 
you  will  form  1  From  mic  dread  no- 
thing but  an  excefs  of  love!  I  will 
expe6l  pafhon  for  palTion  !  a  flame  a^ 
fierce  as  mine  !  I  fliould  be  unhappy, 
did  not  I  lee  in  your  eyes  the  fan»e 
fenfibility  my  own  will  perpetually 
betray.  Try  well  thy  heart,  14cn- 
rietta;  and  then  htfitaie  not  to  truft 
thy  happinefs  to  my  care:  thou  (halt 
walk  upon   the  flowers  of  life;  it's 

f  thoiT.s  I  will  conceal  from  thee. 

<   ^O.MNEV.' 


LETTER     XXXTI. 

HO  W  rapturoui.  •  he  writes, Mrs. 
•  Moulton  !  I:  J.-,  forcible  this 
letter  !' 

*  You  have  (lill  ad  led  :  ;  it's  enrrs^y 
by  your  manner  of  rcadii.g  it.  Jia'i 
Mr.  Roniney  heard  you,  he  wouli 
have  millaken  your  (>  mI  for  his.  It 
were  a  pity  two  Ai'.li  'ecling  hearts 
fliould  be  parted;  they  mud  not,  they 
(hall  not,  be  parted.' 

'  God  only  can  tea;  him  from  my 
heart!  Hove,  Hove!  I  am  beyond  the 
power  of  a  mortal  phyfician!  My  at- 
tachment to  my  niother  will  not  avail 
her!  It  fights  not  upon  equal  terms 
with  my  love!  This  fw.iys  cntiiely 
over  my  heart!  No  room  is  there  in 
it  for  the  auihoriiy  of  a  mother!  Ny 
other  law  but  it's  own  can  1  acknow- 
ledge and  obey  1' 

*  The  fentiments  of  Mr.  Romncy 
you  have  echoed.  Thus  he  feels, 
thus  he  expreflies  himfcif,  dear  crea- 
ture !  Would  you  had  feen  him  af- 
ter he  had  perufed  your  letter!  He 
friglitened  me  out  of  my  wits;  joy 
made  him  abfoKitely  mad:  how  he 
talked  and  (kipped  about !  I  was  nigh 
ringing  for  the  fcrvants  to  come  up. 
He  minded  me  no  more  than  if  he 
had  had  no  witnefs  of  his  folly;  but 
went  on  chattering  the  moft:  (trange 
things,  and  kiiri:)g  the  comforting 
paper,  thus  he  called  it.  Pocr  man! 
Oh!  he  loves  you  dearly.  When  he 
came  to  himfelf — ♦'   What!  are  you 

'  there,  Mrs.  Moulton  ?  You  have 
•  brou£-ht  me  life."  And  he  k)f[td 
the  letteragain  and  again.  .!  hen  he 
fat  down;  and  the — "  You  love  me!" 
was  ten  times  on  his  lips  for  once  he 
traced  it  upon  the  paper.  His  heart 
was  full;  the  anfwer  was  foon  %vrit- 
ten. 

"  Tell  my  dear  Henrietta,  that  flie 
'  has  made  me  the  happieft  from  the 
'  moft  wi etched  of  mimkind.  'lell 
'  her  I  am  at  her  ablbluie  difpofaJ; 
'  that  (he  may,  at  her  pleafure,  coin- 
'  mand  my  fortune  and  my  ha  .d- 
'  that  no  heart  ever  felt  a  more  fin- 
'  cere  paflion.  Oh  !  Mrs.  Mv,ui- 
(  ton " 

*  Here  the    word  expired    on    his 

£>  *  lon^iJe; 
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*  tongue;  he  breathed  one  figh.    I  dlf- 

*  covered  the  trickling  tear  in  his  eyes. 

*  Like  him  I  was  afFefted,  trembling, 

*  out  of  breath.     What  more  moving 

*  than  an  handfome  young  man  fhed- 

*  ding  a  tear  !  though  from  joy  it  is  a 

*  painj  my  foul  partook  of  it.' 

*  # 
"  Yourfenfibility,  dear  Mrs.  Moul- 
•'  ton,  is  an  omen  I  welcome;  it  proves 
*'  to  me,  you  will  be  faithful  totheinte- 
*•  rerts  of  two  lovers  who  ftand  in  need 
**  of  your  help  :  a  tender  woman  can 
•'  never  be  faife.  Tell  Henrietta  to 
**  truft  to  my  probity;  that  whatever 
•'  partiality  fhe  may  favour  me  with, 
*'  (he  never  fhall  repent  of  It.  I  long 
•'  tofteher;  but  how,  when,  or  where, 
**  I  know  not:  from  her  generofity  I 
**  expect  that  pleafure;  all  my  attempts, 
"  all  my  ingenuity,  could  not  procure 
"  it  me.  The  oiders  Mrs.  Vcrman 
**  has  given  againft  me  are  too  pofitive 
*'  not  to  be  punctually  obeyed.  Be- 
*'  fides,  could  I  get  admittance,  I 
*'  might  be  betrayed;  and  my  Hen- 
**  rietta  would  be  the  fufFerer.  I  can- 
"  not  think  to  give  her  one  minute  of 
**  uneafmefs.  Our  indifcretion  would 
*'  infallibly  raifc  her  mother's  anger, 
"  and  perhaps exafpcrateherbeyor.d  the 
"  hope  of  forgivenefs.  Pofiibly  I  am 
*'  too  prudent;  but  I  really  love:  and, 
*'  Hnce  my  Henrietta's  virtue  pleads 
*'  ftill  for  her  mother's  rights,  I  would 
*'  obtain  her  hand  but  when  her  foul 
*'  lliall  feel  no  other  fenialions  than 
*'  thc'fe  of  joy.  Sorrow  in  my  Hen- 
**  rietta's  breall  would  caufe  one  figh 
*'  in  the  midft  of  our  endearments, 
"  and  poilbn  all  the  tranfports  of  love. 
*'  If  Mrs.  Verman's  inflexibiity  con- 
**  tinues,  then,  confcious  of  having 
**  done  her  duty,  Henrietta  will  come 
*'  to  my  arms,  without  one  motive  for 
*'  a  tear;  then  our  life  (tiall  be  a  conti- 
"  nual  fcene  of  blifs:  let  us,  for  a  few 
"  days,  a  few  weeks,  reipeft  Mrs. 
"  Verman's  denial;  no  more  time  will 
••  my  Henrietta  grant,  if  flie  loves  me; 
*'  it  is  Aifficient  to  fatisfy   her   deii- 

*'  cacy " 

*  What!   you  weep,  dear  Mifs  ?' 
'  I  do;   and    with   pleafure,    at  the 

*  knowledge  you  give  me  of  Mr.  Rom  - 

*  ncy's  fentimcnts.     How  fhouhl   not 

*  I  Jove  the  man  who  thinks  fo  nobly  > 

*  But  pray  go  on,  Mrs.  Moulton." 

'   Then  he  made  me  proniife  to  rcn- 

*  trivcan  unlufptflcd  interview,  where, 


*  in  my  prefence,  he  might  tell  yotj  of 

*  his  love;  and,  putting  this  letter  in" 

*  my  right-hand,  he  (lid  this  ring  into 
'  my  left.     I  blu(hed,  and  would  not 

*  receive  it;  but  he  himfclf  put  it  upon 

*  this  finger,  and  never  would  take  it 

*  again.' 

Forgive,  Sufannah,  if  I  expatiate 
upon  fuch  a  frivolous  topick :  at  that 
time  it  delighted  my  foul;  even  now  I 
remember  it  with  pleafure.' 


LETTER    XXXIII. 

THE  next  morning  Mrs.  Vermaifc^ 
mindful  of  her  word,  cnuie  up  t5 
my  apartment.  The  two  hrit  hours 
of  my  reft  had  been  taken  up  by  lovej 
the  remaining  nature  had  invaded.  I 
was  ftill  in  a  found  fleep,  when  Mrs. 
Moulton  drew  the  curtains,  and  an- 
notmced  my  mother's  vifit. 

*  What !  not  yet  up  !  Since  Hen- 
'  rietta  can  reft,  her  mind  muft  becom- 

*  pofed.     Was  (he  yet  wavering   be- 

*  tween  her  lover  and  me,  her  heart 
'  (hould  be  awaked:  we  do  not  enjoy 

*  deep  in  the  tumult  of  the  pofTions. 

*  Have   I   then   found    my    daughter 

*  again  ?' 

And  IhepafTed  her  arm  round  my 
neck  to  embrace  me. 

'  Stop,  Madam  :  if  tendernefs  is  not 

*  the  real  fpring  of  yourcaiefs,  ftop;  I 

*  may  not  deferve  it.' 

'  Is  it  poftTible  your  infatuation 
'  flioald  laft  fo  long  ?  No;  yourreafon 
'  has  got  the  better  of  a  blind  paftion: 

*  you  are  my  daughter;  let  me  prefs 
'  you  to  my  bofom;  you  are  in  tears  ! 

*  Henrietta,  you  will  be  the  death  of 

*  your  mother.' 

*  To  fave  one  day  of  yours,  de.ar 

*  Madam,  I  would  give  my  wliole  life-; 

*  far  from  me  the  thought  of  ever  of- 
'  fending  my  mother  !  I  love  you  with 

*  the  utmoll  aft'eflion.     Turn  not  your 

*  head  from  me:  to  that  frown  I  have 
'  not  been  ufed;  it  is  a  mortal  blow 
'  upon  my   fenfibility.     Why   flionld 

*  we  be  mifcrable,  when  we  can  fo  eafily 
'   be  happy  ?' 

And  1  refpeflfully  carried  her  hand 
to  my  lips. 

«  Still   filent,  ftill  an  angiy  look,  at 

*  me  I  Is  my  attachment  to  Air.  Rom- 
'  ney  fuch  a  crime  as  not  to  be  ft-r- 
'  given  ?' 

'  A  new  infult!  How  did  vou  dai-e 

*  to 
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*  to  name  him  before  me  ?  The  man  I 

*  dctcft!' 

*  What  vice  in  him  has  provoked 

*  my  mother!'  Nothing  but  the  fear  of 

*  my  unhsppinefs   could  tlius  oblite- 

*  rate  her  generofity.     Were  he    not 

*  really  unworthy  of  me,  my  mother 

*  would  be  more  indulgent.' 

*  His  character  I  do  not  impeach; 

*  he  may  pofTefs   every   virtue   others 

*  boaft  to  have,  and  have  not :  but  I 

*  do  not  like  the  man  who  robs  me  of 

*  my  daughter's  affedlionj  that  guilt  is 

*  unpardonable.' 

'    That   guilt  is  only  a  chimera. 

*  None  ever  loved  a  mother  as  I  do.' 

*  As  you  do!    How  falfe  '.' 

*  I  am  not  falfe  !  God  avert  I  fliould 

*  tell  a  lye  to  my  mother!' 

'  Let  your  aftions  fpeak  your  attach- 
«  mcnt   to   me;   they  fhall   not,    like 

*  words,   impofe  upon  my  credulity: 

*  oppofe  me  no  longer  in  the  only  point 

*  I  ever  wiflicd  to  carry.     Forget  Mr. 

*  Romney  :  to  that  teft  I  put  your  vc- 

*  racity.     What!    noanfwer!' 

*  To  prove  my  veracity,  muft  I  be 

*  guilty  of  fallhood,    belie  my  heart, 

*  and,  to  pleafe  you,  diffemble  it's  real 

*  feelings?    My   mother   ever   taught 

*  me  to  refpeft    myfelf.      I  will  not 

*  feign;  I  love  Mr.  Romney!' 

*  Prefumptucus  girl!  I  hate  you  !' 
She  bit  her  lips,  and  ftamped  with 

her  foot. 

*  Repeal!  repeal  the  word!     Curfe 

*  not  your  daughter  with  your  hatred!' 
'  I  fay  it  again  ;  I  hate  you  !' 

And  flieflungherfelf  outof  theroom, 
with  the  (leps  and  motions  of  the  mod 
violent  fury. 
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*  T  Am  hated  by  my  mother !    From 
A  '  her  own  lips  Ihave  heard  (lie  hates 

*  me!'  Dear  Sufannah,  my  heart  failed 
me;  a  cold  fit  feizcd  upon  every  limb; 
I  wilhed  I  could  ceafe  to  love.  The 
hatred  of  my  mother,  though  unjult, 
ftruck  my  foul  with  terror;  my  fpirits 
funk  under  the  weight  of  grief;  I  faint- 
ed in  Mrs,  Mouiton's  arms. 

Her  ciies  foon  alarmed  the  whole 
houfe.     '  Henrietta,  the  young,  ami- 

*  able  Henrietta, is  dying  !'  The  dread- 
ful news,  paHing  from  one  fervant  to 
anotlier,  reached  quickly  ?>Irs.  Ver- 
man's  ear :  (he  ran  up  with  the  utmoft 
precipitation.      Ai   the  fight  of    her 
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daughter  laying  almod  motionlefs  upon 
the  bed,  defpair  animated  inftantly 
every  feature;  (he  (tammere;!  the  molt 
doleful  complaints,  and  breathed  the 
fobbings  of  real  angui(h.  When  I 
opened  my  eyes,  I  faw  her  by  me  be- 
dewed with  tears;  a  prey  to  the  nioft 
poignant  anxiety;  too  weak  yet  to  re- 
joice at  the  unfeigned  tendcrncfs  (lie 
forcibly  expre(red;  to  utter  the  grati . 
tude  I  felt,  my  looks  told  her — ♦  You 
'  do  not  hate  me;  nature  has  betrayed 

*  the  mother!'  She  underftood  theu- 
language;  but  would  not  anfwer  it. 
The  certainty  of  my  recovery  changed 
her  concern  into  a  vifible  indiftVrence  : 
I  no  longer  faw  but  Mrs.  Verman;  the 
mother  was  vanifhed. 

#         # 

*  She  loves  me;  yet  (lie  will  coldly 

*  fee  nie  miferable!'  This  thought  in- 
cenfed  my  heart  againft  her,  and  al- 
layed the  flutterof  my  fpirits  :  I  got  up, 
dreflcd,  and  was  myfelf  again. 

*  I  will  fee  Mr.  Romney,'   faid  I  to 
Mrs.   Moulton  :     «  but  let  prudence 

guide  the  (lep.  I  will  not  be  expofei 
to  the  cenfureof  the  world;  thougii 
it  cannot  difturb  the  peace  of  the  in- 
nocent, it  is,  however,  adifgrace  they 
fliould  avoid.  It  is  not  enough  to  be 
really  virtuous,  one  muft  appear  fo; 
mankind  are  fo  inclined  to  (lander 
and  believe.  Mrs.  Moulton,  Virtue 
herfelf  would  have  the  poifonoua 
darts  of  calumny  aimed  at  her,  were 
(lie  to  come  among  us  under  her 
heavenly  form.  The  feverity  of  my 
mother  will  have  a  period:  when  I 
am  free,  either  the  play-houfes,  or 
the  publick  walks,  will  afford  an  op- 
portunity; till  then  I  cannot  fee  him. 
I  know  I  may  go  to  church;  Mrs. 
Verman's  anger  would  readily  yield 
to  her  duty:  but  rather  would  I  die 
than  to  prophane,  with  the  exprefllons 
of  love,  the  facred  place  of  worfhip. 
This  crime,  though  daily  perpetrated, 
is  no  lefs  odious — my  heart  abhurs 
what  my  reafon  condemns  !' 

•  But  if  your  imprifonment  Is  to 
laft,  what  will  become  of  Mr.  Rom- 
ney ?  He  will  die  if  he  dyes  not  fee 
you.' 

'  I  will  write.' 

•  A  letter  cannot  compenfate  for  the 
privation  of  your  company:  it  has 
charms,  it  is  true;  but  how  weak 
compared  to  the  plcafure  of  a  con- 
verfation  enlivertd  by  a  mutual  love! 

E  2  '  Could 


H 


HENRIETTA, 


«  Co\ild  you  be  contentcJ  with  only 
«  hearing  fiom  him?  You  figh;  judge 

*  of  his  heart  by  your  own.  Would 
»  you  have  him  Tuffer  when  ycu  can 
«  relieve  liim  ?' 

*  How  can  I,  Mrs.  Moolton  ?' 

'  By  recovering  your  liberty,  and  be- 

*  ftowing  your  hand  upon  him.' 

*  He  ftiall  have  it :   but  let  me  firft 

*  try  to  foftcn  my  mother;   fhe  may  re- 

*  lent  when  convinced  her  oppoluion  is 

*  vain.' 

*  If  this  hope  is  the  praife  of  your 

*  virtue,  it  is  not  that  of  your  difcern- 

*  ment.  The  ambitious  have  an  in- 
«  flexibility  which   takes  a  r.ew  force 

*  from  a  fpirited   refiflnnce :   the  con- 

*  ceit  they  are  infatuated  with,  neither 

*  time  nor  itafon  c;in  deftroy.  How- 
'  ever,  I  may  be  wrong:  far  from  me 

*  to  dilTuade  you  from  making  the  at- 

*  timpt.  Though  row  in  a  fervih: 
!  ftate,  I  have  not  forgot  the  virtues  I 

*  pr.i6\ifcd  in  an  happier  fituation.     I 

*  approve    your  refulution,    char^ning 

*  Henrietta  :  may  it  be  attended  with 

*  fuccefs !' 


L  E  T  T  F  R    XXXV. 

SUSAN  NAH  !  do  not  you  love  this 
Mrs.  Moulton  ?  She  is  no  more: 
every  dav  I  fhtd  one  tear  over  her  mc- 
trrry;  every  day  I  am  feni'iblc  of  her 
lofs.  Brought  up  in  affluence,  and  re- 
duced, by  unmerited  misfortunes,  to 
the  lovveft  ebb  of  mifery,  my  motlier 
took  her-into  hcrhoufe.  Although  rtie 
ferved,  her' foul  was  ever  independent 
of  her  fortune  :  flie  continued  to  think 
freely,  behave  with  dignity,  and  aft 
with  honour.  The  care  (he  had  taken 
cf  my  infancy  h?d  endeared  me  to  her  : 
but  thout^h  fhe  looked  upon  me  as  her 
duughter^  her  impartiality  always  de- 
cided between  my  moilKr  and  me.  For 
herapainft  me  when  reafon  was  on  her 
fide,  for  me  againft  her  when  it  turned 
the  fcaie  in  iry  favour.  Dear  Mrs. 
Moulton  !  I  will  not  ftop  the  trickling 
tear;  from  me  fhe  delerves  it. 
#  * 
Two  hours  had  flipped. away  imper- 
ceprihiy  in  the  enchanting  tittlr.t;utle 
of  leve,  when  I  heard  the  rattling  of 
filk,  and  immediately  faw  Mrs.  Ver- 
ni.l*i.  The  trcftmefs  of  my  complec- 
tioD  Unnyuncing  i  was  well,  Ihe  omit- 


ted the— *  How-d'ye-do?'  and  fat  b^ 
me. 

»  For  the  hft  time,  Mifs,  I  am  come 
'  to  eradicate  from  your  mind  the  er- 

*  rcr  vou  delight  to  indulge.  Youren- 

*  thufiafm  is  no  wonder :  at  your  fea- 

*  fon  of  life,  it  is  in  our  nature  to  be 

*  the  fport  of  the  firft  pa/Tum  we  feel. 

*  "Experience  only  can  feparace  it's  illu- 

*  fions  from  it's  reality,  by  comparing 
'  the  new  fenfations  with   the  former 

*  effs^U  the  fame  had  upon  us.     I  pity 

*  your  fituation,  as  I  do  that  of  a  fool 

*  or  a  lunntick  :   no  more  than  they,  at 

*  this  minute,  can  you  make  uie  of 
'  your  uhderftanding  :  it  is  funk  below 

*  the  power  of  reflcfting.  Perhaps  it 
'  is  folly  in  me  to  attempt  to  bring 
'  you  back  to  reafon:  but  I  like  to  yield 

*  to   my   tendernels,   which  whifpers, 

*  that  my  daughter's  condition  is  not 

*  yctdefptrate.  Yes,  Henrietta,  you  are 

*  not  yet  fo  far  gone  as  to  render  vain 

*  the  remedy  I  will  adminifter. 

-  •  No  longer  wit!  I  tell  you  that,  ifi 

*  the  (liort  Ipace  of  a  few  months,  your 
'  affeftions  may  vaiy  from  love  to  in- 

*  difference,  and   from   indifference  to 

*  hatred;  that  it  is  downright  extrava- 

*  gance  to  believe  in  the  continuance 

*  of  a  fenfation,  and  IHii  more  ftupid  to 

*  found  our  happinels  ujion  it'.  Odr 
'  pafllons   have  the  inllability   of  the 

*  wind.  What  wcuKi  your  opinion  be 
'  of  a  pilot,  who  failing  to  the  fouth 

*  with  a  frefli  gale,  thinking  it  not  pof- 

*  fible  it  could  on  a  (uJden  (liift  to  an- 

*  other  point   of   the  comp:^fs,  would 

*  quietly  fall  afleep  at  the  hf.lm,  and 
'  thus  voluntarily  expofe  himfelf  to  the 

*  danger  of  a  fhipwreck?  You   eafily 

*  form  a  judgm.ent  of  that  n;an;  yet, 

*  Henrietta,  you  will  not   lee  you  de- 

*  ilive  yourielf  from  me  the  very  fen« 

*  tenc'e  you  pronounce  againlt  him,*  ' 

'Out  of  the  innumerable  inftances 
'  of  the  inconflancy  and  the  power 
'  of  the  palfions,  I  will  give  you  but 
'  one.  Suppofe  that  jeaioufy  fhould 
'  paint  your  lover  to  your  fancy  as  un- 

*  faithful  and  perfidious:  if  that  con- 

*  ccit  grew  inveterate  in  your  mind,  I 

*  tell  you,  Henrietta,  that,  influenced 

*  by   pride,  you  would,  out   of  fpite, 

*  give  your  hand   to  his  hited   rival. 

'   What  is  that  pafllon  which  a  fooli(Ii_ 

*  whim  can  ciaic  from  Viur  hcaii  .» 
'  Sir.cc  you  csnnvt  doubt  the  probabi- 

'  lity 
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*  lity  of  fuch  a  changement,  are  not 

*  you  vitterly  convinced,  that  from  our 

*  prepoircffion  only  a  pafTion  gathers  all 

*  it's  th-ength,  and  that  it  has  therefore 

*  no  reality  ?    A  cliilii   has'  fancied  a 

*  wooden    toy;  oft'cr   him  a   gold  one, 

*  he  defpifcs  it;  you   are    that  child, 

*  Hcnrieua.' 

Here  my  mother  flopped  to  take 
breath,  and  fearch  in  my  looks  for  the 
effeft  her  fpeech  had  upon  my  heart. 
She  faw  hut  the  fatisfaftion  \ve  nccef- 
iarily  feel  when  we  hear  a  fenfiblc  ora- 
tor. I  wondered  (lie  could  hojje  to  fi- 
ience  a  palfion  with  words:  however 
plaufible  the  arguments  /he  employed, 
<liey  glanced  only  upon  my  mind  j  I 
continued  to  love.' 


LETTER    XXXVT. 

AF  T  E  R  a  few  minutes  of  a  fruit- 
Icfs  enquiry,  Mrs.  Veinian  went 
en  in  the  following  manner. 

'  IJiave  a  fecret.  Mils,  which  will 

*  perhr.ps  cure  the  wound  reafon  can- 

*  not  heal:  if  your  difeafe  rcfifts  this 

*  remedy,  I  give  you  over.    The  Earl 

*  Ofenvor  loves  you.' 

*  The  Earl  Olenvor!    You  amaze 

*  me'.' 

*  He  himfelf,  Henrietta,  is  the  man 

*  who  was  ambitious  of  defervingyour 

*  {jand;  and  to  whom  I  deltined  it.' 

*  Never  did  he  fecm   to  diftinguifli 
'  me  ;  never  did  he  fay  he  loved  but 

*  wirh  the  accent  of  a  flatterer  !   Of  all 

*  the  noblemen  you  could  name,  him 

*  I  el^.eem  themoft;  his  vihts  always 

*  wcr;  welcome  ;  to  him,  without  dif- 

*  gufi:,  I  could  liften ;  not  once  did  he 

*  cffend  my  niodefty  either  with  a  look, 
'  or  in  eKprp.Tion :  often  have  I  com- 

*  mended  the  decency  of  his  carriage. 
'  He  is  polite  without  afFeftation,  witty 

*  without   dander,    virtuous    without 

*  Ihame.     Oh,  I.Iadam  !  you  are  too 

*  inhuman  in  your  reverigel    Indeed, 

*  indeed,  you  hate  your  daughter  ;  you 

*  have  pierced  ir.v  heart  with  forrow! 

*  Muft  the  only  man  I  looked  upon  as 
'  my  friend,  love  me  in  vain?  Why  did 

*  not  you   keep  thi  fatal   fecret?    My 

*  knowledge  of  it  is  2.  new  torment :  I 
'  im  unhappy  V 

'   Unhappy!  when  fortune  offers  you 

*  foi  a  hutband  the  man  you  cittern  !' 

*  The  man  I  clleem  _;  but  him  I  love 
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*  not.     If  his  pafTion  for  me  is  as  iln~ 

*  cere  as  mine  for  Mr.   Komncy,  be 
<  muft  be  miferable;  my  heart  bJtcds 

*  for  him!' 

*  Soon  he  will  return  from  the  conn- 

*  try  :    there  he   went  to  terminate  a 

*  family  affair;   tlicncc  he  is  to  corac 

*  to  make,  at  your  feet,  the  tender  of 

*  his  rank.     Plow  difappointed  whea 

*  he  knows———' 

*  He  Ihall  know  it  from  me,  Ma- 

*  dam.' 

'  From  you,  Henrietta !  Are  you  in 

*  earneft?' 

*  1  am.  Madam:   I  will  not  deceive 

*  the  man  I  refpeft ;  it  would  be  bafc 

*  to  give  him  hopes  I  fhould  know  to 

*  be  falfe.     Since  from  me  he  couli 

*  conceal  his  paffion,  it  is  not  deeply 

*  rooted  in  his  heart :  mine  I  will  truil 

*  to  his  geneiofity;    he  l:as  too  noble, 

*  too  delicate  a  (oul,   to  wilh  for  an 

*  happinels  I  fliould  not  partake.    A- 

*  gainft  himfelf  he  will  take  the  part  of 

*  my  lover;  with  you  he  will  be  our 

*  advocate.' 

*  And  not  gain  his  caufe,  were  he 

*  fuch  a  fool.' 

*  What !    would   you   ftill   oppofe, 

*  though  he  himfelf  fliould  abandoa 

*  his  rights  ?' 

*  Never,  never  will  he  part  with 

*  them  I' 

'  But  if  he  does ' 

'  But  if  it  fhould  happen  that  you 

*  would  not  defire  it?' 

<  Lord!  it  is  impoffible! 

'   How,  then,    can  you   expeft   he 

*  (hould  be  more  generous  than  you? 

*  When  you  overljok   his  happinefs, 
'  will  he  mind  your  own  ?  Make  not 

*  fuch  dreams,    Henrietta,   when  you 

*  are  awake.     What  could  give  Lord 

*  Ofenvor  a  power  over  his   paflion, 

*  which  you  are   certain  not  to  have 

*  over  yours?  I  gave  my  word  before 

*  you  law  Mr.  Romney  :  it  is  facred  j 

*  I  (liall  not  depart  from  it.' 

*  Then  we  all  ftiall  be  miferablc  I' 

*  Then  it  will  be  your  fault,  ani 

*  your  fault  only.  Were  his  lordfhip's 

*  manners  and  morals  really  worthy 

*  of  contempt,   I  would  have  fcorned 
'  to  enter  into  an  alliance  with  him: 

*  but  you   are  confcious  of  the  con- 
'  trary;    you  are  perfv.ifily   convinced 

*  he  deferves  you;  your  elteem  fpeaks 

*  his  merit.     Henrietta,  from  cfteem  to 

*  love  thvrc  i}  butvi.e  itep.' 

•  Oh! 
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'  Oh!    my  heart  will    burft    with 

•  grief;  I  have  no  ftrength  for  fuch  a 

•  joad  of  vexations  !' 

'  You   know   Lord   Ofenvor ;    you 
«  know  not  Mr.  Romney :  your  love 

•  for  him   is  almnft  the  work  of  crr- 

•  chantmenr.  Like  an  unknovwr  ftrong 

•  odour,    which,   carelefsly  fmelt,    at 

•  once  overpowers  every  fenfe,  his  fight 

•  has  operated  upon  your  heart :  it  fs 

•  batan  iilufion;  Lord  Ofenvor's  pre- 

•  fence  will  dcftioy  it.' 

•  If  it  docs  not ' 

«  Weil,  then,  I  will  not  think  of  it; 

•  fuch  an  eftcft  muft  neccffarily  fol- 

•  low.'' 

«  Had  you  mv  heart,  how  differently 

•  you  would  conclude!  You  fpeak  of 

•  infstuttion;  I  nm  not  under  it's  fway: 

•  I  am  very  clear  upon   the  nature  of 

•  mv  attachment  to  Mr.  Romney  ;  it 
»  has  fprung  more  from  refleilion  than 

•  from  n-.y  fancy;  they  hjve  helped  one 

•  jrother,  and  my  foul  has  yielded  to 

•  their  united  power.' 

«  How  unfortunate  Lord  Ofenvor !' 

*  How  unhappier  I!    He  will  have 

•  but  his  own  fuffering?,  when  1  fliall 

•  feel  for  yours  and  for  his.     Oh,Ma- 

•  dam  ' 

Ard  I  feel  at  her  feet. 

'  Pity  your  daughter!    I  love;  and 

•  am  not  oMHnate  !   I  wilh  Lord  Ofen- 

•  vor  were  the  man  I  love  :  to  reconcile 
'  mv  affeftions  with   my  duty  w^uld 

•  he's  real  blifs  5    but  this  is  only  a 

•  v.-ifh!' 

Tiie  doleful  tone  of  my  voice,  and 
fome  tr.irs  which  dropped  on  her  hand, 
feeiv.ed  to  atfeft  Cenfibly  my  mother. 
I  heard  a  fmothtred  fobbing,  and  dif- 
covcred  a  concern  in  tiie  (uddcn  and 
quick  panting  of  her  hofom:  her  looks 
flaitired  me  wiih  her  forgiventfs  ;  I 
thought  I  faw  th'.'  word  upon  her  hulf- 
ODened  Up;  my  foul,  between  fear  and 
jov,  was  upon  iliewing  for  it.  Nature 
was  once  »nc<re  fjcrificed  to  ambition  ; 
ihc  word  was  not  pronounced.  Afraid 
vf  betraying  herfclf,  my  mother  arofe, 
palled  her  handkerchief  over  my  eyes, 
anl,  nftrra  tender  kiiJan  my  forelicud, 
went  away. 


LETTER     X.^XVit 

THE  fenhbility  my  mother  coultt 
not  diiremble  revived  my  heart, 
which  had  greatly  fuffered  from  thefe- 
cret  flie  had  difclofed,  and  the  fcene 
that  had  enfued.  Her  choice  of  Lord 
Ofenvor  proved  her  tendernefs  :  had 
fhe  only  confiilted  her  pride,  neither 
my  tafte  nor  judgment  would  Ihe  have 
regarded;  the  old,  infirm,  and  con- 
temptible, would  equally  have  had  her 
approbation,  fothat  hcrthirltfor  gran- 
deur (hould  have  been  faiisfied.  Had 
my  foul  been  free,  no  objeflion  could 
I  have  made.  I  really  efteemed  Lord 
Ofenvor;  and,  had  he  fpoke  when  I 
could  liften,  I  would  have  thought  it 
a  glory,  an  happinefs,  to  deferve  him  ^ 
but  he  had  not;  and  I  loved  when  he 
would. 

The  olTersofmen  of  the  fame  rank  my 
mothci-  had  politely  rcfufcd.  Thougli 
flie  fcen'.ed  not  to  watch  my  inclina- 
tions, fhe  had  perceived  the  preference 
I  gave  to  Lord  Ofenvor;  and  her  heart 
had  rejoiced  at  the  poflibility  of  grati- 
fying both  her  favourite  paflion  and 
)ier  love  foi  me.  This  new  light  on 
her  behaviour  filcnced  inftanily  the  ia- 
dignation  it  had  forced  into  my  bread; 
I  felt  a  pangof  forrow  for  the  injury  I 
had  done  her,  and  fmccrely  repented 
of  mv  iiijullice. 

*  f  have  no  wrongs  to  complain  of,* 
faid  I  to  myfelf  J  *  jMis.  Verman  at^ed 

•  the  motlier  when  I  thought  her  only 
'  ambitious  and  indiflcrent.    With  the 

*  world,  her  choice  is  her  juftification  j 
'  to  my  eye,  as  (lie  is  perfeftly  ac- 
'  quiiiitcd  with  Lord  Ofcnvor's  vir- 
'  toes,  and  my  prejudice  in  his  favour, 
'  her  inHixibiliiy  is  reafon  -.  her  expa- 
'  rienco  may  foicfee  what  I  think  it 
'  impoflibie  ever  to  happen.  '•  Try 
"  your  heart  well,"  writes  Mr.  Rom- 

*  nev.     I  will ;  and  if  it  continues  to 

•  feel  as  it  does  now,  all  my  mother's 

•  entreaties  will  not  avail  Lord  Ofeo- 
'  vo;  :  but  then  from  her  hands  only 

*  will  I  receive  my  lover.  This  facri- 
'  fice  gratitude  commands^  and  I  wUI 
«  niaks  it.' 


END     OF     THr.     Fir.  ST     VOLUME. 
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HENRIETTA, 


COUNTESS     OSENVOR. 


VOLUME     THE     SECOND. 


LETTER     T. 

HENRIETTA,   CO  U  NT  E  S  S  OS  EN  VOR, 
TO  LADY   SUSANNAH  HTZROY. 

y^^r^    UETKER   Mrs.  Ver- 
'*{}!'  man    thought    that    foli- 
^    W  <f     tude  wTxs  inore  her  enemy 
jjf  Sj  than  Mr.  Romney,  or  {\\e 

^.^•^v^     was  apprehenfive  for  my 
healtli,  I  know  not;  but 
I  received  an  uncxpefled  order  to  come 
down  to  dinner. 

•  I  wiHi,  Henrietta,  I  could  find  «i 

*  talifman  againft  the   tyranny  of  the 

*  pa/Tions ;  they  are  the  bane  of  plea- 

*  fure  !   What  a  change  a  few  days  have 

*  made  in  our  life!  We  were  both  fo 

*  happy!    Curfed  for  ever  be  the  day 

*  I  went  with  you  to  Lady  Bennet!  If 

*  I  have  loft  the  heart  of  my  daughter, 

*  let  me,  however,  fee  her  in  her  coun- 
«  tenancel    I  love  you;    I  want  to  be 

*  deceived  -.    this  ddution   I  may  one 

*  day  repay !' 

•  Doubt  no  more  my  affeclion  than 

*  you  would  my  virtiu.^ 

•  Put  on,  then,  a  look  of  in.iifFerence 

*  inftead  of  that  loving  one;  I  hate  to 

*  fee  it;  with  the  former  tlie  deception 

*  will  be  more  natural.     Who  knows 
'   but, in  mimicking,  you  may  realize  it? 

*  How  often  do  not  mankind  take  the 

*  fpirit  of  the  airs  they  affume  ?  Very 

*  Jutle   of  prepofleiTion  is  capable   of 


*  changing  a  cliara6ler,  or  farming  a 

*  new  one:  vyeail  are  chiluien  fiom  ilic 
'  days  we  think  not  to  tliofe  we  boaii 
'  to  reafon. 

'  Very  few,  at  every  feafon  of  life, 

*  have  not  a  pirticular  folly  to  indulge: 

*  like  a  child's  bauble,  our  fenlations 
'  have  their  day;  this  hour  an  tn- 
'  thufiaft,  the  next  an  unbelitver.  If, 
'  ajnong  the  company  I  expcsS,  one 
'  could  read  your  thoughts,  Henrietta, 
'  ten  to  one  he  would  atti3«5l  your  at- 

*  tention,  and  divert  you  from  Mr. 
'  Romney;  and  had  lie  as  much  fkitl 
'  as  knowledge,  that  Mr.  Romney  yoo 

*  are  fo  fond  of  might  to-morrow  le- 

*  ceive  his  conge  coldly  written  with 
'  your  own  hands.  You  fhake  your 
'  head,  and  will  not  believe:  like  you 
'  I  have  been  young,  and  had  my  opi- 

*  nion  ;   like  me,  p-rhips,  an  unfore- 

*  feon  incident  will  make  you  ftnliblc 
'  of  your  error.' 

#         -* 
*  I  WAS   not  feventeen  years  old, 

*  when  chance  threw  in  my  way  a  man 
'  exaflly  formed    to    turn    a  virgin's 

*  head  :    (liape,  features,  wit,  and   ta- 

*  leiUs,  he  united  to  a  miracle.  So  much 

*  fuperior  was  he  t.>  any  man  I  had 
'  leen  before,  that  my  heart,  after  a 

*  trying  defence,   furrendercd  to  it's 

*  conqueror.     I  thought  but  of  hiin  9 

*  drcHcd  but  for  him  ;   him  only  1  con- 

*  dflcvnde.l  to    plcafe :    his  birth   and 

*  fortune  agreeing  with  mine,  mv  pa- 

*  rents 


HENRIETTA, 


rents  approved  our  paflion,  and  grant- 
ed my  hand  as  foon  as  it  was  aflced. 
The  wedding-day  was  fixed.  Ycu 
may  imagine,  Henrietta,  how  happy 
I  tVncied^nyrelf !  To  marry  the  man 
I  loved?  it  is  the  fole  real  blifs  upon 
earth !  I  enjoyed  it  with  the  delirium 
of  an  intoxicated  foul !  Should,  then, 
an  angel  have  defcended  from  Hca- 
yen,  and  told  me—"  You   are  de- 

•  ludcd;  you  love  notT'  I  would  not 
'  have  credited  him.' 

•  An  hour  before  the  marriage  arti- 
cles were  to  be  figned,  I  was  amufing 
myfclf  with  a  fquirrel  I  liked,  and 
feeding  him  with  jny   own    hands, 

■  when  my  lover  entered  the  room.  For 
I  a  few  minutes  he  partook  of  the  in- 
'  noccnt  diverfion,  and  helped  the  little 
I  animal  to  a  bit  of  a  nut :  one  kil's 
I  was  his  reward.  On  a  fudden,  my 
»  gentleman,  very  likely  to  try  my  tem- 
"  per,  fell  on  the  fquirrel,  and,  before 
»  I  could  fly  to  his  relief,  wrefted  his 
'  neck,  and  killed  him.  This  inhu- 
»  manily  prefently  beggared  my  lover 
»  of  all  his  charms ;  I  faw  in  him  a 
'  monfter,  whofe  prefence  was  a  tor- 
'  mcnt :  fo  quickly  did  my  inclination 

•  vanifli,  that  I  did  not  even  deign  to 

•  upbraid  him  with  his  cruelty  ! 

•  I  ruflied  out  of  the  room,  and  (hut 
»  the  door  after  me.     My  father  was 

•  the  firft  I  tpet  with  as  I  ran  down  the 

•  ftalrs.     The  fliilttr  of  my  fpirits  be. 

•  trayed  the  iny/aid  emotion  :  he  took 
'  me  by  the  h^nd,  preflTed  mc  to  his 
'  bofom,  and  would  ahfolutely  know 
<  the  caufe.    I  could  not  fpenk  :  he  led 

•  metohis  cloiet ;  then  a  tiood  of  tears 
'  relifcved  my  opprtffed  heart.  I  be- 
'  gan  to  breathe;  and,  filling  on  my 
«  knees,  entieattd  him  not  to  oppofc; 
'   ttu-  relbluiion  I  had  juft  formed  never 

•  to  marry  Mr.  Morlty.  How  amazed 
'  was  my  father '.  So  fudden  an  indiffe- 

•  rence  flruck  him  dumb  :  hemiftrulled 
«  his  own  cai^i  I  faw  the  doubt  in  his 
'  looks;  and  twice  repeated  the  fame 
«  prayer. 

'<  JKeavrns  !  what  do  I  hear!  Is  it 
••  prjjTiblc!  Do  not  I  r.v.ftakel  The  man 
«♦   voii  loved  half  an  hour  ago 

"  Is  nowtlic  ohjcft  of  my  hatred  V 
'•  T  he  tranfition  ii  not  natural !  Wait 
"  till  the  fiift  heat  of  your  fpitc  be 
f«  ovet      ■■" 


"  It  is  not  fpite,  butarcal  confcmpf; 
*'  that  man  I  abhor  !" 

•  And  then  I  related  what  had 
•  pafTed. 

•'  \Vh-.tr"  exclaimed  my  father, 
**  your  affeflion  for  your  lover  cannot 
•*  out-live  the  death  of  a  fquirrel  ? 
•'  Pftaw  !  ridiculous  !  When  you  are 
•*   cool,  your  love  will  return.'" 

"  It  will  not!  Fancy  had  deceived 
*'  my  henrt  i  this  accident  has  diffi- 
"  pated  the  illufion:  fmce  I  prefer  my 
*'  iquirrel  to  Mr.  Morley,  I  love  hira 
"  not!" 

"  Such  an  rnconftancy  at  the  minute 
"  you  were  going  to  be  united  !  What 
"  will  the  world  fay  ?" 

"  What  they  pleafe.  Oh,  dear  fa- 
"  thei  !  facrifice  not  your  daughter  to 
•*  the  opinion  of  a  foolifli  world  !" 

•'  Who  (hall  a{>peafe  your  mother  ? 
*'  Her  anger  will  be  juft." 

<•  You  yourfclf.  Defend  my  cau/e: 
'«  her  love  and  her  duty  warrant  me  her 
'«  forgivenefs.  Never  did  fee  oppofe  my 
«'  father's  pleafure." 

*'  For  a  whim  fl^3li  we  break  a  match 
♦*  honourable  in  every  refpeft  ?" 

"  Think  of  your  daughter's  happi- 
«'  nefs!" 

'«  I  would  not  make  yoM  unhappy; 
"  I  am  a  father  :  but  give  fome  hour* 
•'  to  refie£lion;  you  may  repent." 

"  Never!   never!" 

•  And  I  bedewed  his  handj  with  my 
'  tears. 

«  No  longer  did  my  fathei'  refift:  the 

*  hiwyers  were  fent  away;  and  Mr. 
'  Morley,  whom  firm  that  minute  I 

♦  conftanily  avoided,  went  to  France, 

•  and  forgot  mc.  I  thought  I  loved, 
'  Henrietta ;  yet  the  lofs  of  a  fquirrtl 
'  in  one  moment  deadened  my  palTicn, 
'  and  convinced  me  of  my  error.     A 

♦  fquirrel  only!  How   I   would    have 

•  laughed  at  thofe  who  would  have 
»  niamtained  that  the  cafe  might  hap- 

•  pen  !    You  fee,  however,  Henrietta, 

*  that  they  would  have  been  right,  and 
'  I  ahfolutely  wrong.  Wearenotour- 
'  fclves  when  we  give  way  to  paflion: 
'  fiom  this  we  receive  a  new  undcr- 
'   ftandin?,  with  which  we  ht  what  is 

♦  not,  and  form  judgments  we  fliouM 
'  blulh  for,  were  we  in  cool  blood.' 

Some  of  the  company  (he  cxpeflccj 
(cmins  in,  my  mother  whifpcred  uic— 
'  Rtjuembcr  the  i't][uirrcl !' 

I.  F  T  T  E  8 
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LETTER     II. 

THAT    anecdote  of   the  fquiivcl, 
Sulhnnah,  made  a  itrong  impi-cl- 
iion  oil  my  mind. 

'  Is  it  jjofubiethat  fcncy  fhould  bnve 
'  fiich  a  power  over  our  hearts  as  to 

*  command  their  feelings,  and  that 
'  from  it  our  fenlations  ftiould  hoirow 
'  thi'ir  reality  ?  I  l>ave  heard  men  de- 
'   [end  opinions  tvidenily  abi'ui'd  ;   de- 

*  ftnd  them  fo  ohliinately  as  todellrvc 
'  oftcncr  cur  contempt  than  our  pity  : 

*  like  them,  am  not  I  an  enthufiaft;  in- 

*  dulging  au  error  from  the  lear  ui 
'  being  enlightened?    lllnfions  are  fo 

*  agreeable,  who  can  wifli  for  their 
■*  lots?    O  that  fquirrel !  that  fquirrel! 

*  I  will  put  my  art'e6\ion  for  Mr.  Rom- 
■*  ney  to  the  left  of  di{npation  and  co- 

*  quetry  ;    leave  every  avenue  to  my 

*  btart  open  Vo  infidelity.     Lord  Olenr 

*  vor  has   true  merit ;  to   him   I  lliall 

*  lillcn:  fliculd  it  beonly  to  pleafe  my 
^  mother,   and   take  from    htr  a    real 

*  caule  to  complain  and   deny,  I  niuft 

*  maice  a  few  attempts  to  be  fjee ;  her 
<  genercfiiv  will  repay  me.  Thatfquir- 
'  rtl,  how  llrange  !' 

The  delire  ot  being  free,  tk-ar  Su- 
iannnii,  was  for  five  hours  to  me  what 
the  death  of  the  ftjulrrei  had  been  to  my 
mother  :  it  took  fuch  a  poiTefTion  cf  my 
head,  u-  to  cool  the  idea  of  Mr.  Rom- 
rey,  an,d  permit  me  to  (liare,  with  a  to- 
lerable '.  -jjree  of  vivacity,  in  the  chit- 
chat of  our  guelts.  I  went  even  lb  far 
as  to  fnviie  at  <.lie  douceurs  v/hil";)ered 
ir.e,  and  give  them  a  fong  in  praiie  of 
Liberty:  I  will  tell  you  all;  I  was 
witty.  After  this  demonilrative  proof 
of  indiffirence,  my  mother  could  not 
contain  her  juv- 

•  Never  did  I  cueftion  your  reafon  ; 

*  tliough  obfcured,  it's  ligiit  was  not 
■*  extinguilhed,' 

'  Say  my  tenderr.efs  for  you ' 

*  I  am  fenfible  of  both.    Henrietta, 

*  you  are  my  daughter  again.' 

What  weaic  creatures  we  are1  How 
Teadily  we  run  from  one  extreme  te 
another!  How  various  the  fha-.ies  un- 
der which  we  may  be  fee n  !  I  do  not 
wonder  at  the  different  opinions  the 
world  entertain  of  an  individual  :  this 
«ian  may  be  efteeined  in  one  iociety, 
and  delpilcd  in  anoihcr3  and  that  wo- 


man be  nuntioncd  Pir  licr  indifFerencr, 
when  her  foul  burns  with  all  the  fire 
of  love.  The  fear  I  might  be  niiftaketi 
Induenced  mc  as  ambition  does. the 
CDuirler  who  brgs  from  the  miniltcrhc 
fcorns ;  it  abfol.ulely  changed  my  na- 
ture: thofc  who  then  fiw  me  conld 
have  Iworn  to  the  infenfihility  of  th.: 
fprightly,  thoughllefs  Heniietta.  The 
departure  of  the  moft  gay  part  of  the 
company  focn  caufed  a  rclapft;  nv,- 
im.ifjinaiion,  no  longer  fupportetl  by  th*; 
f.ilii'.-s  of  youth  and  wit,  drew  back  on 
the  favourite  objc:6V,  to  1:11  ihe  trouLlt- 
i'ome  vacuity  it  felt.  Like  (•lie  fun 
which  never  appears  brighter  than  whea 
ii  h.is  been  concealed  bcliind  b  cloud, 
Mr.  Ronniey's  image  I'cvived  in  my 
heart:  I  f^iw  him  under  the  very  fea- 
tures I  wifhed  him  to  wear;  handfunie, 
pairionate,  and  finccre.- 

'  Oh  !  this  is  ,not  the  way  to  forget 

*  him,'  fighed  I:  '  my  attempt  has 
'  added  to  his  tharnis ;   my  paliion  has 

*  increaied  ;  \\£  is  the  lleepti-  rooted  in 

*  my  heart  l' 

I  wifhed  for  p.olfe  to  drown  tiie  fe- 
crct  v.'hiiperings  of  love  j  their  feduc- 
tion  was  irrelillibl^  in  the  calm  I  was  : 
I  liitened  with  the  fame  complacency  as 
1  have  viewed  a  pifture  of  Correggio^j 
every  word,  as  every  beauty,  attrafted 
my  attention,  and  pieafed  my  foul.  I 
heard  Mr.  Ro'nney,  and  anf.vered 
him  as  if  he  had  been  prefent  :  I  for- 
got the  fquirreJ,  and  ibciiglit  of  my 
lover. 


LETTER    III. 

HE  reR.  of  the  evening  I  fcp- 
poricd  alternately  the  diiFeicnt 
characters  I  afted;  Ibinetimes  exerting 
an  uncommon  flow  of  gaiety,  amd  rjo>,v 
and  then  finking  into  a  reverie,  or  a  fo- 
liloquy.  T''is  trar.fition  the  indiffirenc 
could  not  perceive  ;  but  it -did  not  cf- 
cape  my  mother's  difcernment. 

'  Henrietta,  beware  of  a  reverie  ;  it 

*  is  a  poifbn  the  more  dangerous,  that 
'  it  is  tnade  of  all  the  allurements  of 
'  ple-^fure  :- from  yon  T  require  only  au 

*  impirtial  examination  of  two  men  vf 

*  equal  merit;  wait  till  the  prefenciof 

*  Lord  Ofenvo!-  either  conhims  hlr. 

*  T^omney's  viflory  or  dtf.at.  If, 
'  in  the  mean  time,  you  indulge  the 

*  thought  of  your  lover,, you  give  l.iiu 
'  ii  confelTed  advantage  over  his  rival: 

F  '  i  csT 
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*  how  can  you  value  Ms  worth,  if  you 
«  have  no  intereft,  or  define  to  know 
«  it?' 

'  I  doubt  Lord  Ofenvor's  triumph!' 
•  Tliat   doubt  makes   too    ftronglv 

*  againft  him;  it  is  a  prejudice  you  muft 

*  not  tntertain,  otherwife  you  would 

*  be  both  iudge  and  party.  I  will  have 

*  your  paflion  undergo  a  fair  tri;il,ar,d 
<  be  above  the  fesr  of  forrow.    Let  me 

*  be  totally  convinced  that  your  love 

*  is  not  a  chimera;  but,  that  my  be- 

*  lief  be  rationr.1,  you   muft  not  bribe 

*  your  reafon  :  let  it  coldly  j-idgeand 

*  determine.     My  confent  I  attach  to 

*  your  impartiality:  deceive  me  not; 
«  I  will  be  jiift.' 

<  You  ftiall  not  complain  3  I  will  en- 

*  dcavour  to  obey.' 

#         # 

THisfudden  turn  in  Mrs.  Verman's 
tlirpoHtion  made  me  apprehcnllve  for 
Mr.  Romney. 

'  She  would  not  fo  eafily  have  pro- 
«  mifed  her  confent,  had  fhc  not  a  cer- 

*  tainty,  either  founded  on  her  contempt 

*  of  the  pafiionSjOr  herknowledgeof  my 
«  own  chamber,  that  I  fhall  change.' 

Her  confidence  forced  a  miftruft  of 
myfelf  into  my  heart.  At  that  time  I 
<lid  not  think  of  the  artful  fnare  flie 
liad  laid  for  me;  I  faw  but  realbn  and 
jullice  in  her  proceeding.  By  leaving 
ineat  full  liberty  to  chufe,  flie  weakened 
the  force  of  the  fpirit  of  contradiftion 
■which  naturally  rifes  or  falls  in  pro- 
•portion  to  the  more  or  lefs  refiftance  it 
meets  with  :  often  is  that  fpirit  the 
xvhole  reality  of  a  pafiion  ;  often  does 
this,  when  no  longer  fed  with  oblhi- 
cles,  dwindle  into  indifference.  Whe- 
ther this  motive,  unknown  to  me,  pro- 
•luced  my  new  ftars,  I  know  not;  I 
took  them  for  the  effects  of  the  fupc- 
liority  which  experience  gave  to  my 
mother  over  me.  If  the  former  caufed 
them,  let  me  exclaim,  again  and  again, 
•  What  weak  creatures  we  are  !' 


LETTER     IV, 

I  War,  )ui1  awoke  from  or.c  of  tlicTs 
iiichaniing   dreams  which   nature, 
whillt  icafjn  is  afl-jcp,  does  fomctirms 
favour  our  fcnl'cs   with,    wlisu    MiS. 
^loiilton  tiptoed  to  n)y  bed, 
•  Will  you  fcr^ive  m;  ? ' 


This  fhe  fpoke  with  the  ftaramenng 
of  a  criminal. 

•  Forgive  yon  1' 

1  was  amazed,  and  fearcheJ  for  the 
truth  in  her  look. 

♦  What  have  you  done,  dear  Ma- 
'  dam,  that  you  implore  my  forgive- 
'    neis  ?      You  fmile  !' 

•  Some  news  from  my  lover, 'thoughtl. 
'   Come,  trifle  no  longer  with  my  cu- 

*  riofuy  :   what  brought  you  here  ?' 

'  A  coufin  of  mine  ;  the  ugliciit  fel- 

*  low    my   eyes  ever   beheld  :    half  of 

*  his  face  he  left  in  the  fields  of  Ger- 
'  many,  and  one  arm  in  Canada.  He 
'   has  heard  you  was  one  of  the  prelti- 

*  ell  women  in  England:  and  fuch  is 
«  his  eTeein  of  beauty,  thit  he  comes 

*  iron  Dublin  on  purpofe  only  to  fee 

*  you.' 

"<  To  fee  me  !  Fye,  Mrs.  Moulton  1' 

*  Yes,  Madam,  to  fee  you  :  and  fo 

*  prevailing  his  entreaties    have   been 

*  vipon  me,  that  I  have  prcmifed  to 
'  procure  him  the  fight  of  your  charms. 
'  He  waits  in  the  next  clofet,  where  I 
'  have  locked  him,  for  the  moment  you 

*  deign  to   appear.    In   favour  of  the 

*  motive,  pity  my  poor  coulin's  iniper- 

*  tinence:    beauty    is    his    foible  j    ho 

*  would  travel  to  Conftantinop)e,  .were 

*  he  certain  to  have  a  glance  at  the  fa- 

*  vourite  Sultana.' 

•  This  is  downright  madnefs :  and 

*  you  think  I  will  receive  his  vifit?" 

'  One  minute  only;  he  begs  no  more: 

*  will  you  grudge  one  minute  when  it 

*  can  make  a  man  happy?' 

•  Acoulin  of  yours,  you  fayr' 

'   Thus  he  calls  himlelf.     He  afkcd 

*  the  fervants  for  his  coufin  Moulton, 

*  and  was  fent  to  me.     He  was  fo  full 

*  of  you,  that  1  had  not  the  heart  to 

*  trouble  him  for  the  proofs  of  his  be- 
'  ing  of  my  family.' 

'  Thercisfomemyftery  in  this:  could 

*  it  be  Romney?'  As  I  made  this  reflec- 
tion, I  (lipped  a  gown  on,  and  was  foon 
dreffed.  Mrs.  Moulton  h.id  fuch  3, 
grave  face,  that  1  did  not  know  \%hat  tj» 
think. 

I  rtopped  to  my  drcfling-room. 

*  Shall  I,  Madam,  bring  the  man  t^ 

*  you  ? 

'  Do.' 

And  I  leaned  againft  the  window^ 

#        # 
Mrs.  Moulton  came  fiill. 

*  Pr:\y,  Madam,  be  not  frightened 

*  at  my  cjufin's  horrible  figure.' 

An4 
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And  tlien  enfered  the  monflrr. 

Ahhougli  warned  of  liis  ticfoiinity, 
I  (hiuiik  three  pacts  back,  witlt  terror; 
ymJ,  tuining  my  litaJ,  with  my  liand 
bill  him  to  go. 

*  Oil,  Hciiricltj  !' 

At  tlic  ibimil  uf  llic  vvell-knowTi 
voice,  1  wlueled  ahouc  :  it  was  my 
K)icr.  I'hc  large  black  patch  w!iich 
covered  his  face  he  had  i:iken  off. 

My  fuiprizs  was  gtealj  my  jcy  llilj 
greater. 

*  What !  is  it  you  ?' 

My  heart  betrayed  itfelf  in  the  few 
wQids  I  pronounced. 

'  Till  T  have  heard  you  forgive,  tlui9 
*  I  will  remain.' 

And  lie  fell  at  my  feet. 

*  Do  I  want  to  fay  T  do  ?' 

He  could  not  miftake  my  exprcfilonj 
be  arofe.  How  my  heart  panted  !  Aly 
hand  lay  trembling  in  liis  j  the  agiia- 
tion  of  his  fpirits  was  equal  to  mine: 
for  five  minutes  he  conid  but  figh,  but 
gaze  J  but  figh  an<i  gaze  again.  So 
Tender  a  fcenc,  Sulannah!  it  was  the 
firlt,  it  has  been  the  lad,  my  foul  ever 
«n joyed ! 

LETTER     V, 

IN  fiich  a  confufion  Mr*  Romncy's 
unexpefled  light  iiad  th.'-own  my 
fenfes,  that,  being  no  longer  able  to 
fupport  myl'elf,  I  was  nigh  falling, 
when  he  received  me  in  his  arms,  and 
placed  me  upon  an  elbow-chair.  What 
a  tenderneis  the  languor  of  our  fpirits 
fprcads  over  every  motion,  all  over  our 
countenances!  It  feems  that  thofe  mi- 
nutes belong  partiailarly  to  nature,  Co 
ftiU  an<l  filent  are  then  both  reafon  and 
niodelly.  Aly  eyes  wandered  on  my 
lover  with  an  unfpeakahle  deiiglit  j  not 
once  did  the  fear  of  being  furprized  by 
xny  mother  intrude  :  of  me  my  heart 
only  felt;  and  it's  feelings  werethofeof 
love  and  pleafure.  Like  mine,  Mr. 
Romney's  eloquence  confifted  not  in 
woiils  ;  he  talked  the  fame  language  I 
did  ;  without  the  help  of  our  torigues 
we  exprelfed  and  anfweied  our  mutual 
fentiments. 

Mrs.  Mouhon,  in  bathing  the  tem- 
ples of  my  head  with  Hungary  water, 
difordertd  the  handkerchief  which  al- 
ready was  too  careltlsly  palFed  over  my 
Lofom.  The  fight  of  ir.y  bread  ani- 
mated Romney's  eyes  ;  1  law  by  the 
motions  of  his  lip3  rj  dtiiri  t^  kif$  it  ; 
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then  Virtue  whifpercd — 'Eewnre  of  ihy 

*  l'cnli.>s,  Henrietta!  beware  of  thy  lo- 

*  ver'slips!   Th.-y  may  diffufc  lb  fubllo 

*  a  poifon  as — '  Virtue  (lopped  :  I  un- 
derltood  her.  An  air  of  dignity  blend- 
ing itlclf  immediately  with  that  of  love, 
cooled  the  temptation  in  Mr.  Rom- 
ney's heart.  His  rdervednefstharmcJ 
me;  the  more  lo,  as  he  could  not  doubt 
his  pardon  had  he  durft  to  i  (Fend.  So 
ierpe(51ful  and  difiiitercded  a  lover  de- 
feivcd  a  reward.  I  forgot  the  hand- 
kerchief, wilhed  he  would  be  Icfs  ge- 
nerous, and  turned  half  my  head  :  a» 
M  jdcfty  inftantly  claimed  her  rights, 
my  gratitude  was  a  dead  virtue;  I  mult 
rew:u()  him  with  words;  with  a  few— 
<  I  love  \ou  !_What  I  will  fay,  I  will 
'  feel:  this  will  compen fate  for  the  ki(« 

*  he  has  loft.' 

#         * 

MR.Romney  had  thrown  himfcif  o« 
his  knees  before  me,  when  Mis.  Moul- 
ton  attempted  to  keep  my  fpirits  froiri 
finking.  I'here  1  luffcred  him;  i'a 
pleafed  was  he  with  his  fituation,  ic 
would  have  been  a  ncedkis  fcvcrity  tj 
deprive  him  cf  it.  My  hands  I  left  in 
his  :  his  dil'cretion  made  me  overlook; 
favours  I  would  not  have  granted,  haJ. 
he  too  vifibly  fet  a  value  upon  them. 

*  This  is,   Henrietta,  tlie  very  firlt 

*  day  of  real  happinefs  I  ever  lived  :  the 

*  emotions  you  could  not  fupprcl'^^,  I 

*  have  enjoyed  to  a  pain.     My  Kenri- 

*  etta  loves  me;  no  other blifs  am  I  de- 

*  firous  of.     Say  you    love  me,  that  I 

*  may  not  think  I  dream.  I  am  happy, 

*  hapj)y  fo  much  beyond  my  cxpei:ta- 

*  tions,  that  I  (liil  fear  to  be  dcludi-d. 
'  Say  you  love  me!' 

1  helitated,  Sufannah,  to  pronounce 
tlie  myfterious  words — '  I  luve  youT 
not  that  I  was  afraid  that  my  heart: 
would  belyemy  tongue;  but  educaiiori 
has  given  thcfe  words  fuch  a  fcnie, 
fuch  a  character  as  to  intimidate.  Ije- 
fide5,  does  net  the  '  I  love  you,'  like 
poffeirion,  deaden  defire  in  a  man  ?  It 
takes  from  his  foul  the  fiery  adiivity  of 
fulpenfe.  V/hen  certain  of  the  blifs 
he  panted  after,  like  a  hei-o  in  time  of" 
peace,  he  falls  aileep  under  the  laurels 
he  has  got. 

How  fad,  on  a  fudden,  that  Mr. 
Roinney,  whofe  features  had  the  mo- 
ment before  boarted  his  happincls,  aiui. 
exprelfed  tlie  delirium  of  picaluie  !  Men 
are  great  fools;  fo  are  we,  Sufannal/l 
If,  alter  what  he  had  feen,  he  could  nr  t 
F  »  doubc 
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doubt  rry  tencTernefs;  after  what  I  liad 
v.ritter,  my  {cniple  was  ridiculous,  I 
pitied  him,  and  pitied  myrtrlf. 

'  P-efumc  your  ipirits,  Roinncy:  I 
'  jOve  you.' 

'  Is  it  tiien  true?' 

*  Oh,  too  true!' 

*  That  "too",  is  inroIcrnbl'C  ;  it  is 
'  torment  to  hear  it:  cither  it  fujjpofes 
«  a  fault  in  me,  or  a  fear  in  you  not  to 

*  be  happy.' 

*  It  does  neither  :  I  cfieem  you;  there- 

*  fore   entertain    no    apprehenfions   of 

*  that  kind.  But  my  mother,  againft 

*  you,  favours  another  man.     She  in- 

*  lifts  on  my  fubmitting  my  pafiion  to 
'  a  fair  trial ;  to  Judge  between  Lord 

*  Olenvor  and  you;  to  be  certain  that 

*  I  really  love,  before  I  give  my-hand. 

*  Herconfent  is  the  price  of  my  compli- 

*  ance  with  her  defires.' 

*  Did  you  tell  Mrs.  Vcrinan  yoa 
*"  loved  me  ?' 

*  I  did;  and  could  not  conquer  her 

*  incredulity.     By  obeying  her,  I  ftiall 

*  be  yours:   by  difobeying,  I  fnay  lofe 

*  you.' 

*  I  flnulder  at  the  thought  of  that 

*  trial;  it  is  not  a  fair  one,   fince  my 

*  lival  will  be  perpetually  with  you, 
'  and  I  am  forbid  your  fight.     Who 

*  will  talk  for  me  >' 

*  My  heart,  and  your  virtues,' 

He  would  tell  his  gratitude  :  it  wr\5 
*C9  great,  the  words  expired  on  his 
lips.  I  rejoiced  at  my  anfvver,  fo  hap- 
py it  made  him. 

*  Dear,  dear  Henrietta  !' 

And  he  carried  my  hand  to  his  heart. 

*  This  beats  only  to  you  :   it  is  ab- 

*  folutcly   yours.     Isever   fliall  it   re- 

*  ccive  an   impulfe  but  of  love:  there 

*  no  other  paJiion  will   difpute   your 

*  fway.' 

'  All  your  fears  are  row  fuhfided  ; 

*  you  will  not  wait  with  anj:iety  the 

*  event  of  the  trial  ?' 

And  I  ainoroufly  fmiled  upon  hiin. 

*  How  could  I  calmly  hope  for  luc- 

*  cefs,  when  my  Henrietta  is  the  price 

*  of  the  conteft  ?  An  earl  for  a  rival  i 

*  Henrietta,  for;:ivc  if  I  fear  ;  it  is  an 
'  javoluntary  offence;  it  proceeds  from 

*  the  grcatnei's  of  your  value,  and  my 
«  infigiiif.cancy.     An  carl!' 

*  You  are  a  man  :  is  there  a  nobler 

*  title?  Have  a  care,  Sir;  humble  ir.e 

*  nc,  by  thinking  I  may  difdainvir- 

*  tuc  for  ths  fake  of  a  falfc  grandeur, 


*  and  fcarch  for  happinefs  in  the  Giev?7 

*  fcenes  of  life.' 

'  I  have  heard  of  Lord  Ofenvor:  his- 

*  reputation  is  an  honour  to  his  rank  ; 

*  his  virtues  have  added  a  new  luftreto 

*  a  name  already  defeivedly  famous  by 
'  a  long  feiies  of  noble  anceftors.  He 
'   is  not  only  an  earl,  but  a  man,  fuclv 

*  as  you  dtign  to  caU  n  i  :   tv^o  fo  great 

*  advantages  unrted  in  the  fame  perfon 

*  — frowH  not,  Henrietta-7-I  have  no 
'  fears  ;  1  ain  nlent.' 


LETTER     VI. 

TH  O  U  G  H  my  lover  faid  <  I  havs 
*  no  fears,'  a  tear  betrayed    the 
perplexity  of  his  mind. 

•  Can  you  queftion  my  word  ?  Is  it 
'  thus  you  elleem  me  ?  Oil,  Romney  t 
«  be  not  unjult;   your  defpondency  is 

*  an  infult  I  will  not  brook!' 

♦  I  love ;  vou  are  the  object :  how 
<  Hiould  I    be    cafy?  Reflet    on    the 

*  power  of  my  enemies.  Lord  Ofen- 
'  vor  at  a   perpetual  liberty  to  watch', 

*  and  make  t!ie  belt  of  your  fenfibility  ; 

*  vour  mother  perpetually  fpcaking  his 

*  prailes,  and  abahngme.' 

•  Am  nor  I  your  friend,  Somney  ^ 

*  What  will  opportunities  and  my  re- 

*  fpefts  avail  them,  when  my  heart  is 
'  for  you  ?' 

*  The  aidant  officioufnefs  of  an  ami- 
'  able  man,  and  the  inrmuating  cartf- 

*  fes  of  a  mother,  may  weaken  h  paf- 

*  fior,  and  give  it  another  turn.  There 

*  are  hou;s  fatal  to  lovers  :  my  happi- 

*  nefs  is  lb  new!' 

'  Romiiey  !   Romney!' 

*  Be  not  angry  at  the  tears  I    ll.-ed, 

*  at  the  fears  I  cannot  d.ilcmble.  Had 
'  you  0!i!v  your  beauty  to  boall,  hovv- 
'  ever  prii'et^t,  I  might  hope  it  would 
'  caufe  but  admiration  :  your  wit,  your 

*  good  fcnle,  your  talents,  Henrietta, 

*  thefe  are-  the  qualities  which  call  for- 

*  cibly  for  tlie  love  of  the  fcnlible,  and 

*  fix  you  for  ever  in  their  hearts.  Who 

*  could  love,  and  not  fiudy  how  \n 
'  pleafe,  to  affcil,  to  engage  your  af- 

*  ieftions  >' 

*  But  if  they  are  airea<ly  yours,  cnn 
'  they  be  another's  ?  Are  our  iiearts  fo 

*  iiiconflaiil  as  to  change  and  vaiy  thus 

*  from  feelings  to  feelings?  I  bebcveir 

*  not.  I  am  moie  penerous  than  you, 
'  Komncy  :   it  is  iny  happinefs  to  think 

•   yoti. 
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*  you  fiiill  be  f.iiihfiil,  and  never  love 

*  an\-  other  wor.inn  tl'.aii  nie.' 

*  This  confirms  my  tears.' 

*  Why  flioiilil   I  forelee  what   miy 

*  never  hnppen,  vrhen,  at  the  moment 

*  I  live,  it  may  m;ikc  me  unliappy?' 

'    \'oiir  realbn  is  too  cojI  J    you  love 

*  inc  nut.* 

*  Ungrateful    man  !  Is  this  the  rc- 

*  \van.l  of  my  afTL^lion  for  yon  ?' 

I  could  not  llop  the  tears  which  \r.i 
fiilpicions  forced  from  my  eyes. 

*  My  rcafon  was  too  cooi  !'  To  keep 
it  fo,  what  did  not  I  fiifffi;!  How 
mnny  the  fighs  I  had  been  oblif;ed  to 
/mother,  the  fobbings  to  Aipprefs,  t!ie 
fenfations  to  difiiiiife  !      *  Vou  love  me 

*  not!'  His  injuftice  was  not  to  be 
borne:  it  pierced  my  foul  fp  be  thought 
falfe.  I  got  up  to  fly  from  him;  he 
took  hold  of  my  apron,  and  with  the 
vild  look  of  defpair — 

'  Stay,  Henrietta?  ftay,  and  forget 

*  your  wrongs,  or  this  minute  my  life 

*  will  cxijiate  for  them.     Life  I  fcorn, 

*  if  you  f^orgive  not.  I  havebecn  guilty; 

*  but  I  love  :  I  am  not  myrtlf,  Henri- 

*  clta !   Say   you  pardon  I    my  foul    is 

*  upon  the  rack;   relieve  it   from   xhz 

*  agony  it  endures!' 

'  By  you  was  I  to  be  tsnght  pain  ! 

*  Should  it  have  been   forced  into  my 

*  heart,  after  I  had  f.^ld — "I  love  you, 
*'  Romney'"  A  puniftinr.eiit  for  reward! 

*  From  you  did  I  deferve  it?' 

*  Remember  not  my  offence  I  it  finks 

*  me  below  the  man  and  the  lover  :  let 

*  one  fmile,  charming  Hemieita,  an- 

*  uounce  it  is  obliterated.' 

'  You  never  will  nriiltruft  mE  again?' 

*  No,  never  !'  * 

I  offered  my  cheek :  why  fljrnld  T 
cblTemble  with  thee,  Sufannah  ?  Upon 
his  lips  I  fealcd  his  pardon. 

'  After  this,  Romney,  be  convinced 

*  you  have  nothing  to  fear.' 

*  Now,'  faid  Mrs.  Moulton,  •  that 

*  you  underlland  one  another,  yoamuli 

*  fur  a  few  days  take  a  farewel.' 

'  Why  for  a  few  days,  Mrs.  Monl- 
'  ton?  Cannot  I,  to-morrow,  under  the 
'  fame  milk——' 

'  To  tins  day's  calm  a  (}ftriT\  may 

*  fticcced.  I  fear  Mrs.  Vermafi'?  vigi- 
'  jant  eye:   your  vifit  to  me   ft-ie  will 

*  know,  and  notfiifpecl;  your  next  ftie 

*  may  atcnbe  to  her  daughier.     You 

*  would  be  undone,  were  (he  to  fur- 
'   prize  you.    A  different  garb  muft  you 

*  alTuuie  when  voa  CJme  B'rdih:-  I  will 
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•  think  of  it. — Ilfnricfta,  another  kifs, 

*  and  ("end  him  away.' 

♦  Both  poifoa  and  baliam  are  in  your' 
'  words.' 

A  noife  we  heard  in  the  library  join- 
ing to  my  dreifing  room,  .Tjinpiincin^ 
my  mother,  Mrs.  Moulton  pufUtdhim 
towards  the  door, 

*  ]]ut  the  kifs,  the  kifs!' 

•  'J'akc  it.' 

Ik-  did,  and  went  away. 


LETTER     Vir. 

*  (^  ^  ^  ^^*^'  ^  R!  ttr^.uhaft  nochrmcpj 
V-<r    *  or   I   know   noiliing  of   my 

*  heart?' 

Witlt  this  exclamation  I  fat  rfown  to 
my  toilet.  The  languor  of  my  eves 
toil  tno  loud  I  had  (lied  tears.  I  feared 
thfir  indifcrcet  chit-cKat. 

«'A11  isl'afe:  he  is  gone,'  whifprr- 
ed  Mrs.  Moulton. 

*  But  thefe  eyes  will  betray  m?. 
Though  happy,  I  cannot  give  them 
their  ufual  vivacity.' 

'  Well,  cannot  you  fay  you  havt 
the  liead-achc?' 

*  I  have  it  not.' 

*  Since  truth  ofFcnds,  and-falilioccl 
only  can  pleafe,  what  otht-r  hnguairc 
can  you  (peak  ?  Would  you,  for  anr 
infignificant  lye,  bieak  your  inpiher'a- 
heart,  and  hazard  your  owirnappi- 
nefs  ?  That  vice  is  oftener  a  vutujr 
than  we  tliink.' 

'  No  circumilance  whatever  can  Juf. 
tify  it,  Mrs.  Moulton.  It  may  be 
commendable  to  keep  in  our  hearts 
a  deftruflive  truth,  when  there  is  no* 
necefTuy  of  telling  it;  but  if  it  is 
alked,  and  we  are  obliged  to  anfwer, 
it  is  bafe  to  conceal  it.  To  what  a 
contempt  of  niyfclf  my  tnoiher  expo- 
fesmel' 

'  This  moralizing,  dear  Madam, 
vviJl  not  enliven  your  eyes  ;  it  is  tl.e 
worft  remedy  you  could  t!;ink  o:', 
the  only  oiw,  I  fwcar,  that  cannot 
cure.  Come,  cheer  up  your  fpirits, 
and  beliold  the  fine  profpeiJl  th.t  lies 
before  yon.  A  young,  handfone, 
and  fenfjble  lover:  days  of  content; 
?:ights  of  raptuies !  You  fmile;  this 
fniiie  is  the  very'  elixir  which  wifl 
brigiiten  your  looks:  it  has  already 
operated  :  call  a  gllnce  at  this  glals  ; 
no  need  is  tlicre  nov»  ^o  prcter.d  an 
htaJ-ache.* 

*  Ho-,v 
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HENRIETTA,     ' 


*  How  you  talk!' 

'  As  ynu  ftel,  Henrietta.  Buthark! 

*  Mji.Vefman  is> coming.' 

*        # 

LETTER     VIII. 

«  TTTELL,  Henrie<ta,  how   does 
VV     '  your  heart?' 

*  Always  the  fame,  Madam.' 

*  There  is  an  obftinacy  in  your  Jif- 

*  temper  which  requires  an  uncomniou 

*  medicine:  Lord  Olenvor  will  find  it, 
«  I  hope.' 

«  From  his  hand  I  will  receive  it.    I 
«  anfwcr  not  forihe  efFetft.' 

'  It  is  Lord  Ofenvor's  bufinefs    to 

*  prepare  it  fo  that  it  may  cure  }  yours 

*  is  to  take  it.' 

*  However  doubtful  of  his  abilities, 

*  I  will  liften  to  the  phyliclan.' 

*  That  is  enough,  Henrietta  ;  I  afk 

*  no  more.  His  lordfliip  will  be  here 
«  tu'day  or  to-morrow.     This  letter  I 

*  have  juft  received  from  him.     You 

*  may  read  it.' 

«   TO    MRS.    VERMAH, 

*  MADAM, 

*  T  Have  happily,  and   fooner  than  I 
-*-    '  cxpefled,  finifl^ed   the   bufinefs 

«  which  called  me  here.    It  would  feem 

*  as  if  Love,  in  my  favour,  had  fpoke 

*  to  Fortune,  fo  readily  did  fome  knaves 
«  at  law  forget  their   diflionefty,  and 

*  make  matters  eafy.  Had  not  their 
<  deities   come  betwixt  thefe  jugglers 

*  and  me,  many  months  might  I  have 

*  been  kept  a  victim  to  their  infatiablc 

*  avarice. 

*  No  other  affairs  have  I  now  but 
«  thofe  of  my   pafFion    for  the   lovely 

*  Henrietta:    tliey  are  of  the  grciiclt 

*  moment;  to  tliem  only  will  I  attend, 
«  Free  from  the  mortal  cares  which 
«  troubled  my  mind,  I  will  give  way  to 

*  the  feelings  of  my  heart,  and  think  of 
«  pleafirlg.     Tiiis    fliall    be    my    foie 

*  Itudy  :   but,  nlas!   I  almolt  defpair  of 

*  fuccccding.  Though  endowed  with  an 
«  exquifite  fenfibility,  the  charming 
«  Henrietta  is  gay  and  indifferent:  never 
«  ferioufly  would  (he  liften  to  a  dccla- 

*  ration  of  love.   She  has  fuch  a  con- 

*  tempt  of  my  fex,  as  to  diftruft,  if  not 

*  to  poifon,  the  truelt  proofs  of  the  in- 
«  ciination  fhe  infpires.  She  believes 
«  we  aic  all  falfc  and  immoral  j  that  our 


language  is  rather  the  diigrase  thajl 
the  pr3;fe  of  beauty.  Who  can  flat- 
ter himielf  to  alter  her  opinion?  The 
man  Cnc  (hall  love  may:  who  ehV, 
without  her  partiality,  will  not  figh, 
talk,  hope  in  vain  ? 
♦  Was  friendfnip  the  fole  fentlment 
I  indulged,  from  my  memory  of  her 
behaviour  to  me,  I  could  think  flie 
favours  me  with  hers  :  though  de- 
lighted at  her  diftinflion  of  me,  it  is 
not  love;  and  this  only  will  fatisfy  my 
heart. 

'  Iler  Ioo'ks,  the  prefL'rence  fne  gave, 
told  me  I  had  no  rivals :  perliaps,  had 
I  durft  to  piefume,  would  1  have 
thought  (he  really  efteemed  me;  a 
compliment  the  more  flattering,  that 
it  appeared  to  be  the  refult  of  her 
reflexions,  tliat  die  was  extremely 
cautious  not  to  miltake  in  her  judg- 
ment. She  eiteemed  me;  yet,  when 
I  fpoke  of  love,  I  was  immediately 
loft  in  ihs  crowd  oi  her  admirers  i 
then  would  (lie  either  anfwer  my  paf- 
fion  with  wit,  or  with  a  fevere  look 
condemn  it  to  (ilence.  What  a  con- 
tradiction !  Could  I  alternately  de- 
ftrve,  and  be  unworthy  of  her  efteem? 
She  loved  me  not.  Madam:  this  i» 
the  key  to  her  conduft.  Henrietta 
ever  aiflesi  agreeably  to  leafon  ;  her 
delicacy  I  applaud.  Sweet  girl  I 
would  I  could  mtll  her  foul  with  ten» 
d:-rnefs  !  Fortune  has  given  me  ail 
that  a  mortal  can  wifh  for;  but  if  rtia 
does  not  crown  her  favours  with  this 
blifs,  they  are  of  no  value  ;  of  no 
avail  to  my  happinefs.  I  (hall  be 
iiiilerable  in  the  midft  of  riches  and 
grand»iur;  nay,  below  the  envy  of 
the  poor  who  can  boaft  a  woman's 
love.  No  true  delights  are  there  in 
life  but  thoffc  of  natural  defire  ;  but 
tliole  we  procure  and  partake  of:  the 
ether,  not  the  heart,  but  the  imagina- 
tion, enjoys. 

'  Upon  the  promifes  you  made  vne. 
Madam,  when  I  left  London,  I  to- 
tally d-.  pcnd;  but,  before  I  claim 
them,  teach  me  how  to  pleafe,  how 
to  deferve  your  daughter:  her  cha- 
rai51cr  you  have  formed ;  you  muft 
know  you'.ov/n  work.  Has  her  (bul 
r.o  generous  foible  which  a  lover  can 
turn  to  his  advantage  ?  Mifs  Verman 
never  could,  witliout  being  unhappy, 
hear  of  another's  diftrcls  :  often  did 
a  tear  betray  her  emotions.  Will  not 
her  pity  of  iv\  fvftVrincs  ^fl'eft  her 

«  ftill 


COUNTESS    OSENVOR. 


*  ftill  more?  Thnt  pity  I  havc,Mati,im, 
'  i'tcn    fcvtial    inllances   of:   pity   Ins 

*  many  times  dwindled  into  love.  Tius 

*  thciijin    has  revived   my  hopes:     I 

*  will  order  my  chaife,  and  fly  to  Lon- 

*  don.     I  utPj  Madam,  5cc. 

'    OsENVOR.' 


LETTER     IX. 

TW  I  C  E  I  had  offered  back  to  my 
inothcr  Lord  Offnvor's  letter,  and 
twice   had   (lie  refufed   it,  with — *   No 

*  partiality,   Henricttaj    no  partiality  : 

*  keep  your  woid.' 

I  read,  and  with  as  great  a  compo- 
fure  as  I  could  naturally  affume,  re- 
turned it  to  her. 

She  laid  her  finger  upon  rny  heait. 

*  How  does  it  heat  now  ?' 

*  I  feel  yet  no  diHcrence,  Aladam  : 
'  that  letter  has  only   confirmed  what 

*  I  knew  before;   Lord  Ollnvor's  nie- 

*  rit,  love,  and  delicacy.     Would  he 

*  were  happy !' 

*  Is  not  this  a  concern — ' 

*  Of  gratitude  only;  that  concern  I 
•^  cannot  deny  him.' 

*  Well,  if  this  concern,  fo  tenilerly 

*  expreflTcd,  hs  cannot  change  into  love, 
'  either  you  are  not  to  be  cured,  or  he 

*  iTiail  have  but  himfelf  to  charge  wiiii 

*  the  lofs  of  your  liand.     Come,  Ilen- 
*"  rietta,  dilfemble  not:  tliy  heart  is  big; 

*  thy  eves  are  crouded  with  tears;  vent 

*  thy  grief  by  throwing  it  oft'  on  thy 

*  niotlier's  bofom.' 

*  Indeed,  Madam,  I  have  no  grief  :o 

*  eafe.' 

*  Henrietta  I  that  tear;  does  it  mean 

*  nothing?' 

Acd  with  a  kifs  flie  fwept  that  tear 
away. 

I  had  not,  Sufannah,  felt  that  tear 
trickling  down  my  ch^ek.  I  fighed, 
and  turned  jny  face  from  my  mother. 

*  Be  not  afhamed  of  that  rear;   it  is 

*  an  honour  to  your  heart;  fuch  a  fcn- 

*  ilbility  is  virtue  itfelf:   in  it's  favoyr 

*  I  almoft  forget  youj-  love  is  for  Rom- 

*  ney;   your  pity   for  Ofenvor.      I'rue 

*  generofity  has  a  great  power  over  me, 
'  Henrietta — deprive   thee  net  of   the 

*  pleafure  cf  (hedding  a  tear;   it  is  the 

*  tribute  of  a  noble  foul  to  an  unhappy 

*  man  of  merit.' 

*  Iwillownit;  his  letter  has  aflTcifl. 
^  ed  me:    it  is  a  torment  to  fee  miilra- 

*  t>le  tljs  man  we  efteem,     ^ould  he  b:; 


45 

*  contented  with  my  frieniftup,  no  wo- 
'  man  could  be  happier  than  I!'' 

'  Jiiclj^c  of  hii  feelings  by  your  own, 

*  ILnrictta.' 

'  He  may  have  a  gicatcr  command 

*  ofhiuifeif:    I  am  bur  a  woriian,* 

'  Like  yours,  his  pafiions  arc  inflcxt- 

*  ble;   like  yours,   his  reafun  is  weak  : 

*  no  luperioriiy  has  he  to  bo.ift.     We 

*  all  are  the  children  of  the  lame  na- 
«  ■ture!'" 

'  Are  there  no  degrees  in  fenlibliriyf* 

*  Do  we  all  feel  alike?' 

*  We  do  not.    When  our  hearts  are 

*  really  ciiflamed,  our  affc6lions  arc 
'   violent,  lafting,  and  the  lame,  in  both 

*  fexes:  when  they  proceed  from  fancy, 

*  they  partake  of  it's  nature,  cither 
'  ardentor  weak  ;  but  they  all,  in  gene- 

*  ral,  end  like  a  quick  fire,  which  is 
«  loon  deltroycd  by  it's  own  activity. 
'  Th'^ie  are  wiiims,  fades,  caprices,  and 
'  a  hundrcil  more  infignificant  mclina- 
'  lions,  which,  in  their  novelty,  have 

*  I'omeiimes  the  appearance  of  the  paf- 

*  fions;   but  paflions  they  are  not." 

'  May  not  Lord  Ofenvor  lay  under  a 
'  mirtake  ?' 

*  Is  it  polTible,  Henrietta?   But  wlijr 

*  fliould  not  you  be  deceived  your-. 
'  felf?' 

*  Our  cafes  are  differeat.* 

*  How  is  tliat  ?' 

*  We  feldom  love  when  we  have  n» 

*  hopes  to  move  and  engage  the  objedt 

*  we   are    fmitten    witii :     I'lich   hope* 

*  Lord  Ofenvor  never  could  entlert-iiii; 

*  my  indifference  was  too  evident;  hii 
'  reafon  could  not  conceal  it  from  him. 

*  But  Mr.  Romney's  locks  told  me  I 

*  might  love:   I  had  an  incentive;   his 

*  lordfhip  had  none.' 

'  PafTion  argues  not  thus,  Henrietta; 

*  it  has  no  need    of  encouragrment : 

*  when  the  heart  is  aft'cfted,  the  head 

*  advifes   not.      Could   they   liftcn  to 

*  wil'dom,  would  mankind  be  fo  oftjn 
<  under  the  fway  of  felly  ?  Such  as  ia- 
'  hour  under  an  imaginary  diftemper 

*  may  reafon  thenifelves  into  healtli; 

*  but    the  Tick — thofe  who   are  r.  m  ■• 

*  fick — on  my  wc:'d,  dear  girl,   !  \.i 

*  Lurd  Ofenvor  was  among  the  f 

*  mer.' 

«  Thatwifh  prefagcs  my  happincf:  : 

*  froijj  my  motiicr's  lips  I  have  I1-..1.1 
«  it'' 

*  Moderatethy  joy,  Henrietta;  ll.  ;a 

*  mayed  not  he  among  the  fick  ■   u.nc 

*  will  difcpvcr  which  of  us  is  j'jrii^; 

'  till 
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HENRIETTA, 


<  till  llisr.  let  me  doubt,   fince  I  leave 

<  thee  at  liberty  to  think  and  feel  at 

*  thy  pieafure.  Whether  really  in  love, 

*  or   unknc'.vingly    indifferent,   forget 

<  not  to  confiilt  thy  glafs  for  the  drefs 

*  which  becomes  thee  tl>2  bed.     I  will 

*  lave  you   under  arms   againft  Lord 

<  Ofenvor's    arrival,    Henrietta ;     you 

*  muil  appear  with  all  the  feduflions 

<  of  art  and  beauty  ;  not  leave  behind 

<  any  charm  that  may  captivate;  you 

<  miift  ftrike  both   Uis  heart  and  his 

*  fancy:  the  lealt  neglect  I  will  look 

*  upon  as  an   attempt  to  difpleafc  j  as 

*  an  effcft   of   your   prepoficlnon    for 

<  Romney,ar.d  a  violation  cf  the  agtee- 

<  ment  between  us.' 

'  Would  not  this  be" a  v?ry  ungcns- 

*  rous    proceeding,     Madnm  ?     Why 

*  Hiould   I   enfiame    the   man   I  love 
«  not?' 

*  You  may  love  liim  :  vou  know  not 
«  what  changes  the  ciefire  of  pleafing 

*  makes  in  a  heart.' 

*  Did  not  you  bid  me  to  be  impar- 
«  tial?' 

'  I  did.' 

*  When  you  expect  fuch  wondrous 

*  efFe£l3  from  the   defire  of  pleafing, 

*  can  you  command  I  (liould  make  uic 
«  of  it?' 

*  That  defire,  Henrietta,  will  be  the 

*  counterpoife  of  your  tafte  for  Rom- 

*  ney.     By  behaving  thus,  you  (haii 
<  keep  him  and  Lord  Ofenvor  in  a  jult 

*  balance-' 

*  You  would  not  have  me  play  the 

*  coquet  ?' 

*  As  far  as  modefty  allows  ;  rofar- 

*  ther,  Henrietta.' 

*  As  far  as  modefty  allows!  Did  ever 
«  modefty  allow  to  be  falfe  ?' 

*  How  came  you,  Henrietta,  to  aft  the 

*  revcrfo  of  what  you  thought,   when 

*  you  firft  faw  Air,  Romney  ?  At  that 
'  time  was  not   you   falfe?   Did  not 

*  you  ufe  the  arms  of  coquetry  ?    Have 

*  you  forgot  the  city-fop?' 

*  It  was  then  an  innocent  weapon  : 
'  T  employed  it   not  to  h;:rt,    but  to 

*  ftrengthcn,  tiie  paftion  of  the  man  I 

*  llioiijht  I  loved,  to  fecurc  our  mu- 
«^^1  happi'nefs.' 

'  You  arc  grown  of  late,  Henrietta, 

*  immenftly  refined  in  y^ur  m.tlons  ! 

*  However,  I  beg  you  would  inftanlly 

*  compliment  me  with  ihtir  dlfmiflion, 

*  and  behave  as  a  woman  cf  fcnfe  •  if 
f  vou  do,  rely  on  my  favour;  if——'  . 

jVjy  mother  fmothued  the  threaten- 


ing ;  but  I  gueffcd  it  In  the  accent  af 
htr  voice. 

'  I  have  a  few  letters  to  write,'  re- 
fumed  (lie,  mere  calmly:    '  get  ready 

•  againftthreej  wedineat  tiieCountelji 

*  Meyers.' 


LETTER     X. 

AFTER  fome  obfervations  on  nw 
mother's    behaviour,  which    n.y 
rtlpeTt   for  her  did   not  permit  me  to 
fcrutinize,  I  rang  for  Mrs.  Monhon. 
'  I  want  your  opinion,  dear  Madam; 

*  give  it  to  me  with  finccnty;  flatter 

*  not.  In  me,  fee  not  jour  Henriettj, 
'  but  a  ftrangcr;  who,  confcious  of 
'  your   wirJoin,  begs  earneftly  to  be 

*  enlightened  upon  the  fituation  of  her 
«  heart.' 

*  Speak;  T  will  be  true.' 

•  My  mutiier's  incredulity,   (I  dare 

*  not  call  it  ohftlnacy,  or  want  of  ten- 
'  ('crnefs)  makes  me  fometimcs  mif'- 
'  tiuft  my  own  fenliuions  ;  ftie  is  fo 
'  pofitive  that  I  love   not;  that  Lord 

*  Ofenvor  will  invade  in  my  heart  the 

*  room  wliich   Mr.  Romnry  occupies 

*  there;  that  fhe  amazes  my  mind,  and 

*  forces  a  doubt  upon  me.   'Spite  of 

*  mylelf,  I  hefitate  between  her  aflsr- 
'  tion  and  my  feelings.  Is  it  in  her 
'  artorrcafon?  Does  the  think  as  con- 
'  fidently  as  Hie  tnlks?  Am  I  really 
'  infenfiblc,  though  with  all  thefymp- 

*  toms  of  p  liTion   about    me  ?    Frou'i 

*  what  you  have  feen  and  heard,  you 
'  have  certainly  formed  your  judgment. 
'  What  am  IV 

Mrs.  Moulton  could  not  help  baugh- 
ing  at  the  grave  looks  I  had  put  on. 

*  How  odd  that  qneftiop,  Henrietta' 

*  Are  you  in  earntli  ?' 

*  Indeed  I  am.' 
And  I  fjghed. 

*  Docs  not  that  {igh  convince  yovi 

*  that  you  love  ?' 

.  •  It  may  have  another  caufc  ;  anfwcr 
'  me  plainly.* 

*  Are  ycu  fine  that  you  love  ?' 

*  Do  you  take  tne  for  a  mad  girl  ?' 

'  As  well   might   you,    Ilenriettfl, 

*  doubt  your  exillence,  than  to  doubt 
'  of  your  love:  the  latter  is  as  mucU 

■*  proved  uS  the  former.' 

'If  it  b<,'  fu,  why  docs  my  mother 

*  Contifiue  a'iS  unbeliever  ?  Canfluftni- 

*  ttr  hcrfelf  to  rcafon  me  into  indilfe. 

*  rcncc  ;■ 
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*  rcncc  ?  Were  the  pafTions  like  opi- 
'  nioiis,  (he  might  liope  to  feiluce  ine 
'  by  the   fupeiiority  of  her  wit :   her 

*  eloquence  coulJ  make  me  n  convert ; 

*  paflloD  is  not  r»  eafily  overcome.  Al- 

*  though  I  am  fo  fond  of  plcafing  lier, 
<  ihc  has  not  yet  been  able  to  pcrluade 

*  mtj  only  a  few  doubts,  which  fpring 

*  rather  from  my  teniiernefi  to  Iier,th;ui 
«  a  real  uncertainty,  have ]>erp!exed  my 

*  mind.' 

'  Send   the    Impertinent   intruders 

*  away,   Henrietta  -.    believe  your  own 

*  heart;  it  cannot  deceive  you.' 

♦  How  cruel  to  teaze  me  thus  un- 

*  mercifully!   to  teaze  me  to  no  pur- 

*  pofe  1  for  Mr.  Romney  fliall  be  the 

*  man!  What  a  contrail  in  Mrs.  Vcr- 

*  man's  late  condufl  towards  me  !    As 

*  her  feverity  made   againft   her,    fhe 

*  grew  comp'laifjnt  and  tender.     How 

*  artfully,  in  our  laft  converfation,  (he 

*  encouraged  my  pity  for  Lord  Olen- 

*  vor  !   She  iiicreafed  it  by  her  infidi- 

*  ous  language;  by  the  ftill  more  in- 

*  liJious   (hare  (he  atfefted   to  take  in 

*  mv  concern  for  him.  The  tear  I  (lied 

*  was  her  work;   (he  laughed,   I  dare 

*  lay,  inwardly,  at  the  foible  ihe  had 

*  created  in  my  bread  :  thouglj  it  was 

*  there  before,  it  lay  filent;   (he  gave  it 

*  life,   and  di(rolved  it  into  that  tear. 

*  Lord  Ofenvor  needed  not  her  help  to 

*  move   me  in  his   favour;    I   have   a 
'  true  fenfc  of  what  he  will  fn(Fer,  and 

*  my  foul  unfeignevUy  partakes  of  it: 

*  I  am  unhappy  to  have  inCpircd  him 

*  with  a  pafiion  I  cannot  return.' 

*  When  he  fees  he  cannot  pleafe,  he 

*  will  ceafe  to  love  ;  a  few  months  ab- 

*  fence  will  compleat  his  cure.     We 

*  do  not  delire  long  what  it  is  not  in 

*  our  power  to  obtain;    truft  to  time 
'*  and  your  indifference  ;  they  will  give 

*  bim    back  the   liberty    he   has    loft, 

*  Were  he  fo  delperately  enamoured 

*  as  to  brave  their  united  efforts,  well 

*  then ' 

'  V/hat  then,  Mrs.  Moulton  ?' 
She  frailcd. 

*  He  may  take  a  leap  from  the  top 

*  of   his    callle :     what  a   celebrity   it 
'  would  give  to  your  charms  !' 

*  Can    you    banter   when    I   am  fo 

*  vexed?  What  is  become  of  thofefeel- 

*  ings  I  always  admired  in  you  ?' 

'  I  do  not  lavifti  them  upon  imagi- 
■*  jiary  diilfciTes,' 
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'  Arc  there  any  greater  thm  to  love 
'  in  vain!  How  mifcrable  T  (hould  be 
'  was  Ml.  Romney  infenlible!' 

♦  I  am  forry,  for  your  fake,  it  is  not 
'  fafliionable  to  have  two  l)u(bands; 
'  that  would  at  once  cafe  you  of  all 
■  your  anxieties;  you  could  take  Mr. 
•  Romney  for  love,  and  his  lordfliip 
out  of  pity.' 
'  Ridiculous  !' 

'Forgive  the  word,  dcir  Henrietta  ; 
llill  mure  ridiculous  it  is  to  torment 
your-llf,  as  yo'.i  do,  when  you  (liould 
enjoy  your  own  happinefs;  you  alone, 
of  your  fex,  can  be  grave  upon  fo 
trifling  a  fubjcft.  Had  you  twenty 
Lord  Ofcnvors  in  your  train,  you 
(liould  leave  them  all  to  their  fate  : 
you  can  love  but  one  man  ;  the  refl, 
if  their  pafTions  are  real,  may  honour 
yourwedding  day  by  piftoljng  tliem- 
felves  before  your  window.  Be  not 
frightened  ;  they  will  not  do  you  that 
favour:  for  what  I  know,  Lord  Ofen- 
vor may  the  next  day  pay  the  ufual 
compliments,  and  wifh  vou  joy.— 
Come,dear  Henrietta, clear  that  brow, 
and  let  us  talk  of  ^our  lover.' 


LETTER     XL 

THERE  was  fo  much  reafon  la 
Mis.  Moulton's  humour,  that  I 
began  to  think  itabfurd  to  feel  fo  warm- 
ly for  the  man  I  did  not  love. 

'  How  (hall  I  behave  v/iih  him,  Mrs* 
'  Pvloulton  ?' 

'  With  your  wonted  generofity,  Hen-* 

*  rietta.  Of  your  infenfibility  men  can- 

*  not  complain  :  you   are  not  obligeci 

*  to  love,  but  to  be  jutl.'      . 

'  My  mother  bids  me. to  receive  him 
'  as  a  lover;  to  exert  all  my  powers  of  . 
'  pleafing.' 

*  And  by  this  means  to  add  fo  his 

*  wretchednefs,   and  drive  him  to  de-  ' 
'  fpair  :  that  order  is  inhuman  ;  virtue, 

'  not  your  mother,  you  mud  obey.  By 
'  following  the  dictates  of  the  former, 
'  you  free  your  heart  from  remorfe  :  a 
'  mother  forfeits  all  her  r'ghts  wli^ 
'  (he  commands  what  it  is  a  difgrace 
'  for  her  daughter  to  perform,  hlv. 
'  Romney's  attachment  takes  from  you 
'  the  necefllty  of  being  falfe  :  not  one 
'  excufe  docs  it  leave  you  to  palliate 
'  the  debalementof  your  charafter.  If 
G  '  you 
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you  have  anj'  refpecl:  for  ycurfelf, 
any  elleem  for  Lord  Ofenvor,  be  true  : 
though  you  fliouldraiteyourmother's 
ano'cr,  j'ou  cannot  be  unhappy  with 
the  conviction  of  having  a£led  agree- 
ably to  virtue.' 

*  Thefe  are  the  thoughts  I  ever  in- 
dulged, Mrs.  Mouhon :  but  will 
Lord  Ofenvor  believe  me  ?' 

*  It  is  not  natural  he  fliould :  what 
is  his  incredulity  to  you?' 

*  A  fpring  of  new  vexations  it  (hall 
be:  he — niy  mother — both  will  con- 
fpire  againft  mel  I  flia'l  be  loaded 
with  troubles!' 

*  Would  not  you  defpife  the  man 
who  would  thus  repay  your  genero- 
fity  ?  I  know  your  fpirits,  Henrietta; 
they  never  will  bear  tamely  with  an 
undeferved  perfccutlon  ;  the  troubles 
you  fear  fliall  not  afteft  you  ;  your 
foul  /hall  be  entirely  infenfible  of 
them.  Remember  you  are  an  Eng- 
li(h  woman,  and  not  a  Have:  remem- 
ber that,  at  your  pleafure,  you  may 
be  happy,  and  preferve  the  eltcem  of 
the  world.  Lei  Lord  Ofenvor  figh, 
talk  of  love,  and  rave  himfelf  into 
madnefs  ;  let  your  mother  threaten: 
your  firmnefs  will  at  laft  remove  the 
former,  and  foften  the  latter;  if  not, 
take  counfel  of  your  heart,  and  be- 
ftow  your  hand  on  Mr.  Romney.' 

*  His  lordihip  may  come  every  mi- 
nute; it  is  time  my  irrefolution  flioiiKi 
have  an  end  :  everything  i$  weighed; 
I  am  fixed  ;  be  the  confequence  what 
it  will,  your  advice  I  will  follow  1' 


LETTER    xn. 

YO  U  wonder  not,  Sufannah,  at  the 
perpetual  wavering  of  my  mind; 
it's  feeniing  contradictions  your  reafon 
eafily  reconciles.  Irrefiftible  are  the 
ebb  and  flow  of  the  fenfaticns  carried 
from  the  heart  to  the  head;  in  vain 
would  we  indulge  tliis  or  that ;  we  have 
no  Wioice  to  make ;  an  unexpected  paf- 
fion  will  intrude,  and  hurry  us  away 
f|^ai  the  thought  we  cherllhed.  Thus, 
by  tin;  power  of  concurring  circum- 
Itances,  we  have  in  the  fame  hour  two 
ibuls  the  reverfe  of  each  other. 

The  part  made  me  apprehend  for  the 
ftiture.  However  determined  I  was  to 
execute  tiie  plan  I  had  formed,  (hould 
it  .lot  have  the  fate  of  the  former  ?  My 


miftakes  had  fo  clofely  followed  one 
another,  that  three  times  I  put  thnt 
qiieftion  to  my  reafon ;  and  as  often  did 
it  anfwer  a  negative.  Near  two  hours 
I  employed  to  fettle  that  point;  and,  as 
I  had  attentively  confidered  it  under 
every  fhape,  I  was  overjoyed  at  the  vic- 
tory I  got. 

*  Now,'  exclaimed  I,  *  am  T  prepared 

*  to  meet  every  obftacle  with  courage, 

*  and  to  a£t  after  my  own  heart!   No 

*  longer  ftall    I  be  blinded  either  by 

*  pity  or  filial  love,  and  fubmit  to  the 

*  difcrelionary  authority  of  a  mother 

*  who  would  readily  facrifice  my  hap- 
'  pinefs  to  her  ambition  !  DilTinuiIation 

*  I  will  not  make  ufe  of;  I  will  pride 
'  in  my  feelings,   and   Lord  Ofenvor 

*  fliall  be  acquainted  with  them.  If, 
'  far  from  rcfpeCting  my  paflion,  he  has 

*  the  bafenefs  of  availing  himfelf  of 
'  my  mother's  confent,  then,  ns  he  fliall 

*  be  unworthy  of  me,  contempt  fliall 

*  be  my  revenge.' 

This  reflection  animated  mv  refin- 
ance, and  cleared  my  mind  of  the  in- 
tolerable pain  of  u'nceitaint}-.  I  walked 
in  my  room  with  a  lighter  ftep:  my 
breath  was  more  free  ;  it  feemed  as  if  it 
fprung  from  pleafure;  and  not  with 
coquetry,  but  decency,  I  adviied  for 
my  drefs. 


LETTER    XTII. 

["T^HEN  my  watch  told  three 
o'clock,  I  went  down  to  my 
mother's  :  my  air  was  eafy  j  and  in  my 
eyes  content  prevailed. 

*  I  do  not  like  that  gown,  Mifs;   it 

*  is  more  rich  than  elegant;  it  thickens 

*  your  (hape;    not  thefe  two  months 

*  have  you  v/orn  it !  How  came  you  to 

*  fancy  it  to-day?' 

*  I  thought  the  colour  modeft;  there- 
'  fore  very  becoming.' 

*  Strange  conceit !  I  wifli  you  would 

*  fpeak  your  own  language  ;  this  is  ^ 

*  borrowed  one.' 

*  From  my  mother  I  did  not  expe^ 

*  that  reproof!' 

*  You  did  not  expeft  that  reproof !' 
And  flje  ridiculoufly  mimicked  the 

tone  of  my  voice. 

'  That  tippet — good  God!  Why  do 

*  not  you  put  on  a  fattin  handkerchief  ? 
«  it  would  not  have  been  more  incon- 
'  fjltcnt  with  your  drcfs  and  the  heat 

«  9S 
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«  of  the  liny!  I  Uelievc  thegirl  is  mad  ! 
t  Pray,  take  it  off!' 

*  Would  you   have  mc  be  without 

*  one  ?' 

'  Why  not '  i%  it  not  the  fafhioii  > 
«  Would  it  alarm  your  virtue  >' 
'  It  would  indeed,  Midam  !' 

*  That  virtue  mult   not  be  very  fc- 

*  vere  which  a  nothing  could  fo  eafiiy 

*  endanoer'/ 

I  maJe  a  low  cui  tfcy,  nnd  ftepped  to 
the  door.  She  arofe  with  paflionj  and 
Ilopping  me  by  the  arm — 

*  Wiiere  arc  you  going  ?' 

'   Into  my  room,  till  you  deign  to 

*  talk  to  your  daughter  !' 
How  (he  coloured,  Sufannah  ! 

*  Is  this,  Mil's,  an  anfwer  to  a  mo- 

*  thcr?' 

1  k''pt  filent. 

*  Bold  girl!' 

And  flic  returned  to  her  chair. 

I  made  a  motion  to  open  the  door, 

'  Stay!' 

I  obeyed. 

'  Whence    your   unufual    perfnef?, 

*  Mils  ?  1$  Mr.  Romney  your  mailer  ?' 
'   From  you  I  learned  it'' 

This  I  did  not  lay,  Sufannah  j  I 
fmotliered  it  on  my  lips. 

'  Lord!  what  a  change  that  ftupid 

*  paflion   has  niade  in   your  looks  and 

*  fpeech  !    I  fhould  not  wonder  to  fee 

*  you  foon  a  Methodift  !  You  will  cut 

*  a  moft  venerable  figiue  among  the 

*  brethren!  Ah!   ah!   ah! — Fie,  Hen- 

*  rietta!   fie!    Are  not  you  afliamed  of 
'  the  impertinent  form  you  appear  un- 

*  der  ?    What  is  become  of  that  pride 

*  which  at  all  times  prefided  at  your 

*  toilette,  and  made  you  difplay  every 
'  charm  ?  You  did  not  then  bludi  at  a 

*  man's  wanton  eye  :  that  eve  you  en- 
.  *  joyed  with  complacency,  and  always 

*  took  it  for  praifc' 

*  Then,  Madam,  drefiing  not  my- 

*  felf  to  pleafe  a  particular  objcft,  I 

*  conformed  to  fafhion,  though  inward- 

*  ly  I  thought  it  wrong.' 

'   And  fo,  Henrietta,  the  eager  looks 

*  of  an  hundred   men    oftended   your 

*  modefty  lefs  than  would   hav"  done 

*  thole  of  theonly  one  you  would  have 

*  been  defnous  to  pleafe?  This  is  re- 

*  fined  indeed'.' 

*  I  was  hardiy  fenfiblc  of  a  coquetry 
'  which  no  man  could  boall  to  have 

*  caufed :    my   heart,    then    innocent, 

*  wculi  now  be  guiltj;^;     I  v/ill  r.ot 
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*  make  ufe  of  an  art  which  my  virtue 

*  difapproves.' 

*  Is  not  Mr.  Romney,  rather  tlian 

*  virtue,  the  caufc  of  ih  fudden  a  re- 

*  form  in  your  manners  ?' 

*  Both  have  determined  mc,  Madam  : 

*  fince  I  love  Mr.  Romney,  virtue  for- 
'  bids  me  to  pleafe  anotlier  man,' 

'  That  Romney  you  never  fhall 
'  marry':' 

*  Lord  Ofcnvor  fhall  never  be  my 
«  hulband!' 

No  longer  could  Mrs.'Vcrmnn  con- 
tain her  fury  ;  fiie  vented  it  in  the  molt 
contemptible  exprefiions  :  flie  forgot 
abfolutely  the  mother,  to  (hew  me  the 
tyrant. 

'  Too  long  have  I,'  faid  fJie  with  an- 
ger, '  too  long  have  I  imkilged  your 
'  obftinacy,  and  difguifed  my  real  Cen- 

*  timents,  in  hopes  you  would  fee  and 

*  abjure  your  error.     Till  now  I  have 

*  employed  only  the  language  of  per- 

*  fuafion;  I  wanted  to  convince,  and 
'  not  to  command;  fince  realbn  and 

*  my  tendernefs  have  no  power  over 

*  your  conceited  heart,  fince  you  are 
'  dead  to  the   feelings  of  a  daughter, 

*  and  glory  in  your  contempt  of  me, 

*  I  will   bid,  and  fhall  be  obeyed.     I 

*  will  prefcnt'Lord  Ofenvor  to  you  ;  I 

*  will  watch  your  looks  and  your  mo- 

*  tions  ;  if  they  do  not  anf%vcr  my  ex- 
'  peftations,  for  ever  I  renounce  you  ; 
'  my  fortune  fhall  be  my  niece's  ;  from 

*  this  houfe  you  flial!  immediately  de- 

*  part:   then,  proud  girl,  offer  a  beggar 

*  to  the  arms  of  Romney;  receive  tiiy 

*  bread  from  his  pity  ;   debafe  thy  foul 

*  by  making  it  dependent  of  a  man's 

*  generolity!' 

And  file  flung  herfelf  into  her  clofst. 


LETTER    XIV. 

MRS.  Verman's  threatenings,  Su- 
fannp.h,  had  upon  my  heart  an 
eiTeft  The  did  not  expeii  ;  they  hardened 
it  againft  her,  and  confirmed  my  refo- 
lutions.  ^ 

•  Since  upon  conditions  only  I  have 

*  a  mother,  why  fliould  I,  in  her  favour, 

*  make  the  facrifice  of  myfclf .'  When 

*  fhe  fcorns  her  duty,  and  can  think 

*  with  indilTi-rence  on  expoli'ng  m.:  to 

*  mifery,  is  not  the  tie  which  bound  us, 

*  herto^ove,  and  me  to  obey,  c.'fcc- 
'  tua'Iy  broken  ?  It  is  lucky  I  ha  J  that 

G  z  '  t'pp-tj 
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*  tippet;  rthashelpedme  to  an  oppor- 
'  tiinitv  I  could  have  long  fearched  for 

*  and  not  met  wiil» :  at  another  time  I 

*  might  not  have  had  the  fame  courage; 

*  and  this,  my  love  for  Romne}-,  and 
«  the  (hame  of  recanting,  will  make 
'  unalterable."' 

I  had  juft  finiffied  this  internal  fclilo- 
r;uy,vvh£n  a  fervant  came  to  let  us  know 
that  the  coach  w?.s  at  the  door.  I  point- 
ed to  him  the  clofet :  thither  he  went. 
'  I  have  changed  my  mind,'  ex- 
claimed my  mother;     •  I  will   not  go 

*  out.     Tell  Henrietta  to  retire  to  her 

*  room.' 

With  pleafme  T  heard  that  order. 
At  that  inftant  a  loud  rap  exciting  my 
curiofity,  I  ftepped  to  the  window. 
Lord  Ofenvcr!  I  flew;  but,  before  I 
reached  the  ftair-cafc,  I  met  him  on 
the  top. 

'  Charming^  Henrietta!' 

And  he  would  have  kifTed  my  hand, 
had  not  I  prevented  him  witli  an  air  of 
dignity  and  a  fevere  look. 

*  Pray,  my  lord ' 

*  Heavens!  what  do  I  fee?' 

And  hedrcwback,  wondering  at  the 
coolnefs  of  my  behaviour. 

•  My   mother,  my   lord,    is  in   her 

*  apartment!' 

I  curtfisd  -y  and  to  my  own  I  went. 

LETTER    XV. 

O  more  am  I  the  timorous  wo- 
'  man  you  thought  mc  to  be, 

*  Mrs.  Moulton  ;  I  have  behaved  with 

*  the  intrepidity  of  a  hero!' 

And  I  told  her  my  fcenes  with  Mrs. 
Verman  and  his  tordfiiip. 

•  Fortune  h33  befriended  you,  Hen- 
'  rietta  ;  make  yourfcH"  worthy  of  her 

*  favour,  by  exerting  all  your  rcafon  in 

*  fuppcrt  of  fo  happy  a  beginning.     It 

*  is  of  no  fervicc   if  you   relent :  the 

*  moft  difficult  of  your  part  is  over; 

*  the  reft  is  cafy  to  perform.' 

«  I  will  play  it  well;  I  have  fpirit 
<  enough  to  face  either  of  the:n  :  my 
«  happineis  is  at  ftalte;  that  induce- 
«*nieiu   makes    my  fuccefs  infallible. 

*  Fear  not.  Mis.  Moulton;  far  from 

*  dccsying,   my  relululion   will   daily 

*  gathers  new  ftrengih.     Since  in  the 

*  two  lad  encounters  I  got  the  viflory 
«  ovtr  myfelf,    fince  I  could  bravtly 

*  aft  and  fpeak,  my  heart  is  invincible, 

*  ftbJ  my  mind  unchangeable* 


*  Let  me  embrace'  you,  Henrretts-r 
in  thofe  noble  fentiments  I  know  you 
again  ;  now  you  talk  and  feel  as 
yourfelf.' 

'  Do  not  you  think  they  are  at  this 
inftant  plotting  againft  me  ?  Lord 
Ofenvor  has  certainly  told  her  the  re- 
ception I  gavs  him  f  How  can  flie 
take  it  ?' 

'  It  is  not  eafy  to  guefs ;  the  fitux- 
tion  is  extremely  puzzling'.  I  daie 
fay  Mrs.  Verman  will  gild  that  re- 
ception fo  as  to  make  it  a  matter  of 
indifference;  and  that  he  has  already 
forgot  it.  You  may  be  Aire  (he  has 
not  made  him  a  connilante  of  your 
pafllon  for  Mr.  Romney.' 
'  Fearful  I  fhould  declare  it  myfelf, 
flie  may  Be  before-hand,  and  give  it 
as  a  foolifli  prepofTcfllon  which  will 
neceflarily  vanifli  with  the  abfence  of 
the  inan  whocauied  it.  That  fecret, 
diftlofed  by  mc,  might  difcourage 
hmi :  'coming  from  her  with  the 
palliatings  of  wit  3n<l  humour,  it 
lofes  It's  poifon,  and  becomes  a  mere 
triSe.' 

*  She  is  too  well  aco,uainted  with  the 
charafler  of  a  true  lover  to  have  ven- 
tured that  difcovery :  however  elo^ 
quent  and  artful  Mrs.  yerijian,  I 
doubt  fhe  could  lull  his  fears  aflecp. 
A  lover,  Henrietta,  is  a  being  of  a 
peculiar  fpecies,  which  knows  no 
laws  but  his  paflTon  :  had  he  no  rea- 
fon  to  be  unhappy,  he  would  imme- 
diately create  twenty  for  thinking 
himfelf  fo.' 

'  Perfuafion  i3  on  my  mother's  lips, 
Mrs.  Moulton  5  and  a  lover  credits 
eafily  what  he  has  intereft  to  be- 
lieve:.' 

'  The  apprehenfion  it  is  not,  is  evei- 
the  iippermoft  in  his  heart;  but,  [ 
muft  own  it,  wit  has  great  power; 
befides,  paflion  has  fo  coBtr;uliftory 
Oiades ;  (he  may  have  fpoke ;  he  may 
have  believed.' 

A  fervant  came:  the  dinner  was  up- 
on (able;  they  waited  but  for  me.  I 
had  a  mind  to  pretend  an  head- ache. 

'  They  will  think  I  fear;  thatlatn 
'  ftill  wavering.' 

This  rcflci^ion  decided  me. 

*  They  will  fee,  Mrs.  Moulton,  that 

*  I  am  ftcsdy.' 

*  If  you  come  back  conqueror,  you 

*  may  afterwards  dcf^ifc  your  encnu-.' 

LETTER 
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MRS.  Verman  behaved  witli  tl>c 
j>li;intnefs  of  a  poliiiciaii,  who 
ar  the  call  of  fflf-intercft  adopts  natu- 
rally a  new  voice  and  new  manners. 
Though  flie  did  not  treat  me  with  her 
xifual  familiaiiiy,  flie  affumed  enough 
not  to  let  his  lordd^ip  fufpeiit  a  mifun- 
Jci  Handing  between  us.  As  to  him,  he 
was  at  fii  l\  lad,  uncertain  what  looks  he 
Ihould  put  on,  what  language  heftiould 
fpeak;  but  miltakiiig  the  gaiety  I  af- 
tcfted  for  a  defire  of  pleafing,  he  grew 
chearful  and  very  entertaining.  A 
niyftcrlous  eye  I  furprized  him  cafting 
upon  my  mother  convinced  me  he  knew 
my  inclination;  and  the  fmile  which 
fuccceded  it,  his  belief  it  was  only  an 
infignificant  whim. 

'  You  will  not  find  it  fo,  ray  lord.' 
This  anfwer  I   did   not  make,  but 
wrote  it  legibly  in  my  countenance. 

Left,  from  wliat  I  appeared  to  be,  ht 
fliouid  lay  a  claim  to  my  heart  and  the 
liberty  of  complimenting  me  with  his, 
I  funk  gradually  into  a  referve  which 
flattered  him  not,  either  with  an  op- 
portunity, or  the  hnpe  of  fuccefs.  I 
governed  my  fpirits  with  fuch  a  dexte- 
rity fo  long  as  the  fervants  ftaid,  as  to 
make  their  fall  extremely  natural  when 
they  were  gone. 

I  co\ild  have  fp?red  myfeif  the  trou- 
ble of  that  gradation  ;  for  we  were  noc 
five  minutes  alone  before  they  were, 
feeminglv,  asdtjefled  and  ftupid  as  my- 
feif." 

How  to  open  the  converfation  upon 
the  topick  they  had  at  heart,  they  knew 
not.  He  begged,  by  his  looks,  flie 
would  begin;  and  her  wink  cxpreffed — 
'  Take  courage,  my  lord.  Forfliamei' 
ai>d,  '  You  are  a  man  !' 

After  what  had  paiTed  before  dinner, 
my  mother  feared  to  venture  the  ririi 
wurd,  left  her  pride  fiiould  be  humbled, 
and  her  authority  over  me  put  in  quef- 
tion. 

After  a  few  fuch  figns  of  encourage- 
ment, Lord  Ofenvor  opened  his  lipsj 
but  there  his  rf^folution  died  asvay. 

It  entered  my  head  to  tell  him  his 
thoughts  and  my  own;  my  refpefl  for 
Mrs.  Verman  oppofed  the  fancy.  I  re- 
mained filent. 

•  My  prefence  may  intimidate  him, 
*  He  will  talk  if  I  go/ 


This  notion  I  e.tfily  guefTed  in  my 
nioiher's  Aidden  ftart  from  her  chair, 
and  darelcli}  departure  from  the  room. 

I  w     ^    ^ 

'Now  I  am  going  to  be  plagued/ 
faid  I  (o  myfeif :  '  fjnce  it  mult  he  lb, 
'  It  lb. ill  be,  however,  with  plcafuie, 
*  I  will  l)anter,  lay  Romney  afulc,  ani 
'   defend  myfeif  with  wil.' 

Lord  Qfcnvor's  confufion  continui^ig 
to  dilable  liis  tongue— 

*  Why,,  furely,  I  mav  not  hear  of 
'  love  if  I  chufe;  let  mc  find  a  i'ubjc(5l, 
'  and  keep  it  up.  Why  rtiould  net 
'   love  itl'elf  be  the  fubjeft.' 

This  idea,  for  it's  boldncfs,  picafeil 
my  reafon.     I  confi.icred  it. 

*  It  is  thebeft  I  could  think  of.' 
His  lord  (hip's   more  animated   eye* 

announcing  the  end  of  his  bafhfulnefs, 
that  foon  lie  would  dare  to  talk,  I  got 
up;  and,  after  a  turn  or  two  in  ilit 
room — 

'  I  hope  you  are  not  Gck,  my  lord.' 

*  Sick  !  not  I,  Madam.' 

'  Then  you  are  in  love;,  for  I  knovT 

*  no  other  caufe  which  could  make  a 

*  man  of  your  vivacity  fo  penfive.  I 
'  doubt  not  but  the  objciSl  of  it  is  wor* 

*  thy  Co  uncommon  a  reverie:  my  pride 

*  makes  me  think  fo,  elfe  it  would  be 
'  offended  at  your  filence.' 

'  I  love,  charming  Henrietta;  I  love, 
'  it  is  true:  ijnce  you  underllood  ms 
'  fo  well,    cannot  you  guefs  the  wo- 

*  man  ?' 

'  Well,  I  am  amazed  that  the  gal- 
'  lant  Lord  Ofeavor  has  not  already 
'  told  me  I  am  that  woman.     I  ex- 

*  cufe  you,  my  lord  :   when  men  feel  3, 

*  real  palTion,  they  muft  neceffarily  lofe 

*  their  falle  civility  :  you  was  not  io 
'  difcreet  as  formcrlv;  hael  I  had  thea 
'  the  imprudence  to  believe  you,  how 
'  miferabU  fiiis  minute  I  Ihould  be  1 
'   But  faiisfy  my  curiofity;  tell  nie  the 

*  woman,  I  will  not  betray  you.' 

'  Oh,  Henrietta  !  can  you  miftakc 
'  another  for  yourfulff' 

*  Had  you  faid  this  at  firft,  it  would 

*  have   been  very  much  a-propos;  but 

*  now  it  is  unfeafonable.  How  couM 
'  I  be  pleafed  with  a  compliment  I  have 
'  forced  from  you  ?  Come,  forget  ths 
'  courtier  for  the  man  of  honour : 
'  ufe  me  as  a  friend;    I  hate   a  flat- 

*  terer.' 

*  On  my  honour,  I  fwcar  that  I— —f 

*  Stop,  my  lordj  I  atu  determined  ne- 

♦  vcr 
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*  ver  to  believe  the  oath  of  any  man 

*  whatever.' 

«  Wliata  contempt ©f  mankind!' 

*  Itis  ajuftone;youyoorfelf,iiiylord, 

*  helped  me  to  that  refolution.' 

*  l!  Heavens  !  how  could  I?' 

*  By  talking  to  me  of  love,  and  not 

*  feeling  it.  Remember  the  daily  decla- 

*  lations  you  made  me  during  feveral 

*  snonths;  reconcile  them,  if  you  can, 

*  with  the  coldnefs  and  levity  of  your 

*  carnage;   every  word  was  belied  by 

*  your  looks;   at  every  vifit  you  was 

*  guilty  of  the  fame  faHbood;  the  odious 

*  contrail  at  every  vifit  oflFended  my  de- 

*  licacy;  fiiice,  at  that  time,  you  covild 

*  fport  with  my  j  udgment  and  your  ho- 

*  nour:  but  it  matter  snot,  you  a£lcd  like 

*  the  man  of  the  world,  and  I  knew  his 

*  character;  I  laughed  at  your  pretend- 

*  edpaflion,and  elleemed  you  for  your 
«  virtues.' 

*  You  loved  not,   Henrietta;  hence 

*  your  error:  you  could  not  be  the  judge 

*  of  my  looks  and  feelings;  had  you  been 

*  intereft<;d  to  believe  them  fincere,  you 

*  would    not  have  thus    mifconftrued 

*  them  ;  they  were  the  genuine  eftefts  of 
«  my  love  for  you.' 

'  Go  on,  my  lord.  Loveis  a  charm- 
«  ingtopick;  like  flattery,  it  does  plcafs 

*  the  ear.     You  (hould  have,  however, 

*  thanked  me  for  having  rouzed  you 

*  from  your  lethargy.' 

'  To  hear  you  talk  in  this  manner  is 
«  ftlU  worfe.' 

*  Do  you  intend  this  for  a  rchearfal 

*  of  the  part  you  are  to  perform  before 

*  your  miftrefs  ?  Or  do  you  aft  only  to 
«  kill  the  minutes  of  a  tedious  tete  a- 

*  tetc?' 

Although  the  tone  of  my  voice  was 
rot  fo  exprcfTive  as  my  words,  his  lord- 
fliip  faw  an  infult  in  the  jeft.  Indigna- 
tion forced  a  colouring  on  his  cheek. 

*  My  lord,'   faid  I  to  myfelf,  *  has 

*  more  pride  than  love;  he  will  outlive 
«  his  difappointment.' 

An  involuntary  laughter  accompa- 
nied thercflc6lion  I  made. 

*  Am  I  fo  contemptible  in  your  eye  as 
«  not  to  be  believed  ?' 

Indeed,  Sufannah,  from  the  indigna- 
tion he  could  not  fupprcfs,  I  did  not  cx- 
peft  To  moderate  a  queftion. 

*  Except  upon  matters  of  gallantry, 

*  my  lord,  I  ftiall  never  raiitruft  your 

*  veracity.' 

«  What  could  induce  me  to  fay  what 

*  I  did  not  feci?' 


*Thewantofdive)(ion.  C-^rds.pbv?, 

*  Ranelagh,  leave  fometimes  a  vacuity 

*  in  your  heart,  which  is  always  agree- 

*  ably  filled  by  a  converlation  with  a 
'   young  woman.    You  talk  of  love  for 

*  the  fame  reafon  that  vie  women  chat- 
'  ter  about  filks,  ribbands,  and  hair- 
'  drefs.     The  days  mult  Hip  away,  no 

*  matter  how.* 

*  If  you  do  not  fee  a  lover  in  his  re- 

*  fpe£\andpaffion,atwhai  lignscanyou 
'  know  him  ?' 

'  So  well  counterfeited,  my  lord,  are 
'  now  refpeft  and  paflion,  that  hardly 
'  is  there  knowing  the  true  from  the 
'  falfe.' 

*  Yet  you  have——' 

lie  paufed.  '  Now  for  Romncy,' 
thought  I.  I  was  deceived.  His  lord- 
fliip  was  too  proud  to  do  liis  rival  the 
honour  of  mentioning  his  name. 

'  Does  not,  dear  Henrietta,  my  cha- 

*  racier  warrant  my  fincerity  ?' 

*  What  has  your  charafler  to  do  with 
'  the  tittle-tattle  you  indulge?  As  well 
'  might  you  give  it  as  a  proof  you  ride, 
'  dance,  or  fing  well.     Tell  me  of  a 

*  young,  fprightly  man  of  faftiion,  who 
'  does  not  glory  in  cheating  a  girl  of 

*  her  djfcretion  ?  Who  will  not  profti- 
'  tute  the  mod  folemn  oath  in  fupport 

*  of  the  mod  infignificant  opinion  ?  An 

*  oath  is   no  better  argument  than  a 

*  bett.' 

*  And  you  confound  me  with  thejc 

*  men,  Henrietta  I  Am  I  fo  low  in  your 
'  elleem  ?' 

*  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  efteem,  fincere- 

*  ly  elleem  you :  but  why  ftiould  I  think 

*  you  free  from  the  foibles  inherent  to 

*  your  education  ?  Are  they  not  looked 

*  upon  as  a  prerogative  of  your  rank  ? 

*  Men  are  tenacious  of  their  rights; 

*  efpecially  when  they  favour  theirpaf- 

*  fions.' 

*  I  will   fay  but   one  word;  it  will 

*  convince  you  :    let  us  call  yourmo- 

*  iher  and  a  clergyman;  this  minute  I 

*  am  your  hufband.' 
An;i  he  fell  at  my  feet. 

'  On  my  word,  my  lord,  you  have 

*  excelled  in  this  fcene;  you  have 
'  brought  it  to  a  perfeftion  Garrick 
'  only  can  bond;   you  have  his  looks,. 

*  his  motions,  and  iiis  fall;  I  admire 
'  you:  but  now  that  the  farce  is  over, 

*  let  us  play  a  more  rational  comedy; 

*  I  will  join  witli  you  in  any  part  that 

*  dilcretionand  modelly  will  iuft'cr  me 

*  to  pel  form,' 

«  Infi;Its 
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*  Infults    upon   infults  !    Is  this  the 

*  language  otHenriettatothe  man  who 

*  doats  upon  her!' 

And  he  clafpcd  my  knees  with  botU 
hn  hands. 

'  If  yon  will  not  ariff,  my  lord,  and 

*  be  yourfclf  again,   I  will  leave  the 

*  room.' 

'  You  will — ' 

And  he  looked  wildly  at  me.  His 
countenance  fiightcned  me.  I  puftisd 
inv  chair  back  with  violence;  and, 
leaping  to  the  chimney,  rang  the  bell. 

*  Do  you  fear  me,  Mifs  ?' 

I  did  not.  anfwer.  My  mother  en- 
tered the  room. 

*  What's  the  matter?   you  rang  as 

*  for  an  alarm  !' 

'  My  lord  will  explain  it  to  you, 
'  |vladam.' 

*  Curfed  love!' 

This  was  Lord  Ofenvor's, 
I  left  them  together. 


LETTER     XVII. 

DID  not  I,  Sufannah,  come  ofF 
lianJlbniely  from  that  unpler'.fing 
interview  ?  I  mult  own  it,  Lord  Ol'en- 
vor  gave  mc  a  fuperiority  which  I  might 
not  have  boalled,  had  he  been  tender 
and  pafllonate;  but  his  flights  from 
love  to  indignation  kept  my  fpirits  to 
their  height.  In:ha  fame  circumftance, 
Romney  would  have  affefted  my  foul; 
his  pride  would  have  been  hlent  in  a 
fcene  cdifecrated  to  love. 

A  nobleman  has  a  natural  haughti- 
nefs,  impatient  of  refiftance.  Uncon- 
trouled  in  his  defires,  the  provoking 
facility  he  has  of  fatisfyingthem  makes 
him  a  child,  from  the  man  he  was, 
when  he  meets  wiih  an  unexpe(5led  op- 
pofition.  With  other  men,  the  reign- 
ing palTion  commands;  with  him  it  is 
fubfervient  to  twenty,  whofe  foolifli 
delicacy  a  nothing  will  alarm  and  irri- 
tate. 

*  He  loves  himfelf  mors  than  mej 
*  therefore  he  will  be  ungenerous.' 

This  conclufion,  like  me,  Sufannah, 
you  would  have  drawn.  I  prepared 
my felf  again ll  the  hurricane  I  /orefaw 
I  fhould  beexpofed  to;  and  the  follow- 
ing letter  from  Lady  Bennet  confirmed 
piy  hopes  I  iliouldnot  fufFer  by  it. 
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'  TO  MISS  HENRIETTA  VERMAN. 
'    DE.\a  HrSRIETTA, 

*  A/f  ^  nephew  has  told  me  his  hap- 
'  pinefs;  he  feels  it  as  he  oughti 
no  greater  can  fill  to  the  ftiare  of  a 
man.  Thanks  from  mc  you  do  not 
expe(51j  they  would  not  repay  your 
favours.  I  have  but  that  nephew; 
you  only  I  wirtied  for  my  niece  :  the 
day,  when  your  hands  are  united,  I 
will  think  the  moft  fortunate  of  my 
life.  From  my  knowledge  of  your 
mother's  chaiaflcT,  I  am  certain  you 
niuft  not  rely  on  her  fortune;  it  is 
lofl;  to  you;  this  nlTurance  increafes 
our  joy  as  you  fliail  be  fully  con- 
vinced of  Romney'sdifinterefted  love, 
and  my  real  affeilion  far  you.  Make 
not  yourfelf  uneafy  through  a  falfe 
delicacy;  it  would  be  an  infult  upon 
us;  your  tendernels,  and  not  grati- 
tude, we  want. 

'  LordOfenvor,Mrs.Verman  thought 
of  for  your  hulband:  however  d3T\- 
gerous  fuch  a  rival,  I  forgave  not  my 
nephew  his,  fears.  After  you  had 
faid — "  I  love  you,  Romnev,"  he 
could  no  more  doubt  you  coiiftancy 
than  your  inclination. 
"  Thefc  words  irom  her  lips,"  ha va 
I  told  him,  "  were  a  fecurity  it  was 
a  prophanenefs  to  queftion." 
•  11^  c.ift  his  eyes  down,  was  afliara- 
cd  of  liimfelf,  and  fighed— 

"  N\ver  will  I  be  guilty  again." 
'  In  Romney,  dear  Henrietta,  you 
v.-ili  find  real  probity,  and  a  fincere 
love  for  the  duties  prefcribed  by  re- 
ligion and  law.  Though  with  four 
thoufand  a  year  of  his  own,  and  the 
abfolute  command  of  my  purfe,  not 
once  yet  has  he  deferved  the  cenfure 
of  men;  not  once  flandered  virtue  and 
patronized  vice.  He  partakes  of  all 
fafliionable  diverfions  as  a  m;in,  and 
not  with  theenthu!j.ifm  of  adiflblute 
youth.  His  judgment  he  formed  by 
travelling;  not  like  our  great  mm, 
either  drunk  or  afleep,  or'carelefs  of 
inllruftion;  but  ftudying  with  atten- 
tion and  impartiality  the  geViius  and 
manners  of  the  nations  he  vifited. 
Did  I  know,  dear  Henrietta,  a  fault 
in  his  character  which  could  caui'q 
one  hour  of  trouble  in  your  whole 
life,  I  fliould  think  it  incumbent  ifpon 
me  to  warn  you  of  itj  his  happinefs 
♦  X  would 
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*  I  vi*ouid  difi-egSTcf,  to  fave  you  from 

*  fonow.     But  I  difpover  none  capa- 

*  ble  of  affecting  your  peace,  and  ftop- 

*  ping  the  couil'e  of  your  felicity^  on 

*  niy  word.  I  know  none. 

'  If  LoidOfenvor's  aiTuluity  is  trou- 

*  blefome,  think  of  the  remedy.     Our 

*  rtrms  are  open    to  you.     My  dear, 

*  JcveJy  Henrietta,  Adieu. 

•  M.  Ben  NET.' 

*  P.  S.  1   love   you.     Thefe  words 

♦  only  does  my  ciue!  aunt  permit 

*  ine  to  write. 

'  ROMNEY.' 

LETTER     XVIII. 

*  TTERE    is  a  fa  fe  retreat  againfl; 
X~l   «  the  dorm,  Mrs.  Moulton.' 

«  Would  not  it  he  prudent  to  ftielter 

*  into  it  before  it  comes  ?' 

*  What  a  coward  you  are  1' 

*  I   (hould  not  like  to  encounter  a 

*  danger  I  might  avoid:  there  may  be 

*  heroifm  in  braving  it,' 

*  There  is  none,  Mrs.  Moulton  :  it 

*  is  a  falfe  glory  which  the  brave  dif- 
«  -dain.' 

*  So  you  are  determined — ' 

*  To  wait  till  the  ftorm  begins.' 

*  To  w-ait  till  the  ftorm  begins!  It 

*  will  be  high  time,  then,  indeed,  to 
■*  think  cf  a  refuge.'  • 

*  I  may  be  in  no  need  of  it.     I^Iany 

*  incidents  maydifiipate  it  before  I  am 

*  unable  to  endure  it.     I  have  told  it 

*  you,  Lord  Ofenvor  loves  mc  not.' 

*  You  are  pleafed  to  believe  fo.     It 

*  is  impodiblej  he  muftlove  your  ptr-, 

*  fon.     Such  a  fliape  !    Henrietta,  he 

*  loves  you.' 

I  fmiled,  and  put  tny  hand  en  her 
lips. 

*  His  pride  is  too  quick  to  fufFerlong 

*  my   indifFt-rence.      Two  fuch  other 

*  vifits,  and  my  flave  is  gone;  no  longer 

*  will  he  grace  my  train.' 

'    Your  gaiety  is   a  delight  to   me, 

*  charming  Henrietta!    But  if,  out  of 

*  revenge,  he  would  continue  to  couit 

*  and  ::bufebafcly  ofyour  mother's  ap- 

*  probation" 

*  That  is  the  ftorm,  Mrs.  Moulton, 

*  I  am  afraid  of.     He  has  behaved  fo 

*  as  to  make  me  apprchenfive  of  his 

*  being    indelicate    and    ungenerous. 

*  This  has  been  the  firft.timc  he  gave 

*  me  one  reafon  to  repent  of  my  efteem 

*  forhiw.    Young  men  cf  his  rank 


'  have  a  fiercenefs  in  their  aflions,  m 
'  impetuofity  in  their  dedres:   my  mo- 

*  defty  took  the  ahrm,  ami  was  put  to 

*  a  blufh.  Had  I  not  arofe  from  my 
'  chair,    I   fliould  have  been  forced  in 

*  his  arms.  "  Do  you  fearme,  Mifs?" 
'  aiked  he.  That  queftion  made  me 
'  hate  my  mother,  who  had  expofed  me 
'  to   hear  it.     How   bold    that   man ! 

*  Such  proceedings  love  may  excuffe, 

*  but  juftifies  notT 

*  Such  a  hegir.-iiirg  threatens—' 

*  He  has  real  honour,  IMrs.  Moul- 

*  ton;  this  may  filence  his  paflion.' 

*  It  is  a  perhnps.' 

*  I  will  indulge  it  till  future  events 

*  convince  me  I  am  wrong.' 

'  What  a  heart !  What 'a  treafure  for 

*  fcrthc  manyoulo«!  Happy,  thrice 

*  happv  Mr.  Romney  !' 

'  I  wifti  I  could  ftiiladd  to  my  fcel- 

*  ings,   fo  deferving  I   think  him   of 

*  them :  to  pleafe  and  be  efteemed  by 

*  tlic  man  we  marry,  muft  be  an  inex- 

*  hauftibie  fpring  of  deliglits;  none 
'  but  thcfe  I  would  be  ambitious  to 

*  enjoy.  It  is  oftener  our  fault,  Mrs, 
'  Moulton,  than  that  of  an  hufband,  if 

*  we  are  not  loved  and  happv.     Each 

*  fex  hath  it's  virtues:  man's  opinion; 
'  ours,  decency  fways.  If  we  invade 
'  their  privileges  we  muft  nccefl'arily 

*  fink  into  diigrace  and  contempt.' 

'  Reafon  is  fometimes  for  women, 
'  Henrietta.' 

'    Virtue  is  always    againft    them. 

*  Reafon  isnoapology  for  foibles  which 

*  virtue  condemns.' 

*  I  believe  his  lordfhip  i^  going;  I 
'  hear  the  noife  of  a  coach.' 

And  ihe  peeped  through  the  win- 
dow. 

*  It  is  he!  Mrs.Verman  with  him! 
'  there  is  a  confpiracy.' 

*  If  he  is  my  enemy,  he  will  be  an 
'  open  and  generous  one:  from  him  I 
'  fear  no  deceit  j  he  will  dare  whatever 

*  he  refolves.' 

*  I  have  a  mind  to  fend  after  them 

*  for  intelligence.' 

'  Ridiculous!  Step  down  till  I  call. 
'  I  will  retire  into  my  own  heart,  an4 

*  fee  what  I  muft  do,' 


LETTER    XIX. 

FROM    tl-.eir    going  out  together 
what   could    I    infer?    Nothing. 
What  elfe  are  conieflurcs?    No  new 

*  light 
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light  diJ  they  throw  in  my  mind  upon 
their  conduft;  no  new  poignancy  did 
they  give  to  my  fear  of  tlicm. 

'   I  mud  be  forced  to  Lady  licnncfs, 

*  and  not  leave  my  mother  before  fhe 

*  herfelf  has   forlbken   me.     Romncy 

*  would   love  mc  Icfs,    did  I,    witliout 

*  an  evident   necefllty,   accept  the  afy- 

*  lum  he  offers:  when  a  daughter  takes 

*  luch  a  liCp,  flic  (hould  be  certain  that 

*  none  againft  her  will  or  can  take  her 

*  mother's  part,' 

The  cenfure  of  the  world,  however 
iinjiil^,  Sufunnah,  I  always  feared.  I 
zlways  thought  it  a  difgrace  not  to  be 
cdeemed  by  all;  the  fccret  whifper  of 
flander,  what  virtuous  woman  can  bear? 
Had  I  ever  fancied  ujyfelf  the  objeft  of 
one,  I  would  have  died  with  Ihame, 
or  never  duilt  to  appear  again. 

Th  e  reft  of  the  evening  I  fhared  be- 
tween love  and  niulick:  Mrs.  MouU 
ton  and  my  harplichord  made  it  unfelt 
glide  away;  not  one  intrudin:;  thought 
on  the  poflibility  of  a  dilappointment. 
I  talked  of  Romney,  fung,  played,  was 
totally  loft  in  the  fenle  of  my  happi- 
rels. 

*     m 

Do  we  Feel  a  pleafure,  pain  is  at  hand 
ready  toAicceed  it;  without  their  mix- 
ture we  fhould  be  unhappy.  A  few 
days  of  (Icknefs  give  every  fenfe  a  new 
life:  our  delires  are  animated  with  a 
fire  unknown  before;  nature  itft:if  ap- 
pears under  a  more  enchanting  form; 
it  feems  we  enjoy  our  exiftence  but 
from  that  day  we  have  recovered.  Su- 
lannah,  this  philofophy  I  needed  the 
next  day,  when  my  courage  was  ready 
to  fink  under  an  unforefeen  event. 


LETTER     XX. 

IT  was  hardly  five  o'clock  in  the 
morning  when  I  awoke  at  the  fud- 
den  uncommon  noife  of  horl'es,  car- 
riage, and  fervants,  at  the  door.  •  What 

*  does  this  mean?'  I  was  not  long  left 
in  fufpcnfe.  My  mother  prcientcd  her- 
felf as  I  was  flipping  a  gown  on. 

'  Drefs  yonrfelf  immediately,  Mifs; 

*  you  niuft  this  minute  fet  oil  for  the 

*  country  ;  there  you  fliall  learn  to  be 

*  dutiful  and  obedient  :   the  horrors  of 

*  a  wildernet's  will  foon  abate  your  ob- 

*  ainacy,  and  cool  your  fanuftical  jaf- 


*  fion ;  they  will  help  you  to  the  tree 

*  knowledge  of  yourlclf.* 

Her  tone  of  command,  added  to  her 
fneers,  delhoyed  the  terror  which  bof 
fpeech  had  ftruck  inc  with. 

'  This  method,  Madam,    will  not 

*  fucceed.' 

*  I  will  try  it,  however.' 

'  Who  has  anfwered  for  my  conf)pli« 

*  ance?' 

'  My  own  authority,  Mifs.* 

*  As  a  mothtr  you  have,  as  a  tyrant 

*  you  have  none.     I  am  fice,  not  a 

*  flave.' 

*  You  have,  of  late,  Mifs,  immenfely 

*  improved  the  praftice  of  )our  duty.* 

*  Have  not  you  your  own  to  fulfil, 

*  Madam  ?    Is  it  your  duty  to  make 

*  your  daughter  miferable,  to  force  my 

*  inclinations, when  I  love  a  man  whom, 
'  was  you  a  mother,  you  would  delight 

*  to  give  me  for  a  hufljand  ?  He  is  not 
'  an  earl  !  Should  this  be  an  objeftioa 
'  if  you  loved  me  ?  Do  not  his  virtues 

*  compenl'ate  for  the  want  of  a  title  ?* 
The  truths  I  fpoke  were  too  fenfible 

not  to  throw  Mrs.  Vtrman  into  confu- 
fion  ;  flie  had  hardly  the  fpirit  to  affeft 
an  air  of  indignation.  My  reprooft 
were  keen,  but  di.ferved,and  my  tongue 
gave  them  their  own  expreflion.  Such 
a  firmnefs  flie  had  not  thought  of. 
'  Will  you  give  me  your  word  never 

*  to  marry  that  man  without  my  con« 
<  fcnt  ?' 

*  It  may  never  be  obtained  :  mygra- 

*  titude  for  his  generoiity  forbids  rae 

*  to  promife.' 

'  And  fo  you  will  marry  him  ?' 

'  Never  will  I  another.' 

She  walked  penfive,  irrefolute,  an4 
animating  herfelf  to  a  bold  ftroke  of 
defpotifm. 

'  The  world  will  never  hefitate  be« 
'  tween  you  and  me:   my  age  and  ex- 

*  perience  fecure  me  the  general  appro- 

*  bation  for  whatever  nieafures  I  may 
'  adopt  to  rertore  an  infatuated  daugh- 

*  ter  to  the  reafon  flie  has  loft.  All  will 

*  think  I  aft  from  the  confcioufnefs  I 
'  am  doing  right ;  your  complaints  will 
'  not  avail  you.     I  am  a  mother  }  that 

*  charafter  mankind  reveres.' 

*  When  that  charafter  is  not  fup- 
'  ported,  the   refpeft  it  inipires  dwin- 

*  dies  foon — ' 

I  durft  not  proceed,  Sufannah. 

'  Into   contempt.     Is    not    this  the 

*  word  you  have  fmothercd,Mifs?  From 

ii  *  yo» 
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»  you  this  iiTage  !  What!  already  loft 
i  to  decency,  as  well  as  to  filial  love  !' 
<"  Look  into  your  hesrt,  Madam,  and 

*  dare  to  judge  me,  :  if  my  exprelHons 
<  offend,  your  feverity  is  the  caufe.  In 

*  your  bieaft  pride  has  invaded  the 
'  riglits  of  nature.     You  are  a  wcnian, 

*  and  nut  my  mother  j  it  is  the  for- 

*  mer  I  fpeak  with.' 

I  was  too  atft6ted  ;  I  could  fupprefs 
neither  fobbings  nor  tears. 

Shame,  art,  or  a  remain  of  tendcr- 
nels,  altered,  in  a  iTiinute,  JNIrs.  Ver- 
man's  looks  and  accent.  She  drew  near 
me;  and,  inclining  upon  the  bed — 
■  *  Am  I  to  be  hated  by  Henrietta, 
.*  when   I  finccicly  intend  her  h.ippi- 

*  refsr' 

I  threw   both   my  arms   ronnd  her 
neck. 

'  Why  have  not  you  always  thefe 

*  looks,  this  accent?  they  are  perfua- 

*  fion  itfeif.      I    am    loth  to   miftruft 

*  you,  when  thus  you  taik,  when  thus 

*  you  look  upon  me.  You  intend  my 
«  happinefs  ;  yet  will  miftake  the  man, 

*  the  only  man   who  can   procure  it 

*  me.' 

'  \Vas  your  pafTion,  Henrietta,  the 

*  work  of  time,  I  would  not  doubt  it's 

*  reality.    But  Rcmney  twice  only  you 

*  have  feen  '   Who  can  charge  my  in- 

*  credulity  with  malice  or  folly?' 

'  Am  1  not  the  bed  judge  of  my  own 

«  affc<5tions  ?  Believe  me,    no   need   is 

,f.tbere  of  a  trial  j  fpare  your  heart  the 

•.*•  ifharc  it  muft  ntcc/Taiily  tike  in  my 

*  fiiflerir.gs  ;  let  me  no  more  Icfe  my 
'  mother.     You  feigned  an  anger  you 

*  had  not,  an  indifference  you  would 
'  *  abhor  to  feel :  your  diffimulation  na- 

*  ture  hns  betray.d.' 

'  You  might  be  a  countefs,  Henri- 

*  etta  r  Have  you  no  ambition  ?' 

-.  '  It  is  centered,  dear  Madam,  in 
-  *  Mrs.  Romney's  name.  I  know  no 
•  *  gitaler,  fince  none  can  make  nie  fo 

'  1  cnnnol  rtflcft,  without  pain,  on 

*  your  lofs  of  a  rar.k  you  was  boi  n  and 

*  liioiight  U|<  to  dtferve,  and  fill  with 
'  dignity.  Ilenrietta,  it  requires  more 
«  virtue  thar.  1  have,  to  bear  patiently 

*  with  it.  Why  do  not  you  fetl  as  I 
«  t3Ught  you  to  think  ?  1  love  you  ;  but 
«   1  love  my  (elf :  too  cruel  is  the  facri- 

*  ficc  you  exafl  from  me.  I  have  told 
«   \cu  my  foible;  indulge  it  with  a  ftw 

*  i'licmpis  ygainll  your  incliiiationb  lor 


*  Romney :  retire  Into  the  country  fot 
'  a  few  days  ;  there,  for  a  few  days, 
'   fiiffer  Lord  Ofenvor's  aflivluity  ;  deny 

*  him  no  opportunities  to  pleafc;   clear 

*  your  mind  of  any  piejudice  he  msy 

*  have  thoughtlefsly  prepoffeffed  it  ia 

*  his  disfavour.' 

'  Thtfe  few  days  will   be  days  of 

*  vekitioa  and  agony.  I  cannot  love 
«  him.' 

'  If,  then,  you   do  rot,  no  longer 

*  will  I  infift  upon  your  obeying  me.' 

'  What  place  have  you  fixed  for  my 

*  exile?' 

*  Fciion-Lodge  in  Suffex,  at.  my 
'  fiftei's.' 

«  Will  Mrs. Mouhon  follow  me?' 

She  pauii^d. 

'  Siic  fliall,  Henrietta.' 

*     m 

I  DID  not  like  her  helitatlpn— '  Is  /he 

*  iUil  talking  deceit  ?  Is  it  not  impru- 
'  dent  to  go  ?  A    few  days   only    (lie 

*  alks  ;    and   Mrs.   Moulton   will   be 

*  with  me  :  in  her  company,  wliat  have 
'  I  to  apprehend  ?  HoweVer  violent  the 
'  meai'uics  they  intend  to  carry,  they 

*  c.tnncit  force  a  *'  Yes"  from  my  lips. 

*  I  will  go.' 

*  Though  confcious  of  the  inutility 
'  of  this  journey,  Madam,  I  will  un- 

*  dertake  it  to  pleafe  you.'  ,     , 

Her  eyes  brightened  with  Joy,  and 
fhe  preffed  me  tenderly  to  berbofom. 
The  excefs  of  her  joy  v^as  net  natural. 

*  This    is    all    impofture,'    llghed    I. 

*  Some  defign  they  have  premeditated 

*  againft  me  :  wlien  I  am  once  in  their 
'  power,  it  may  not  be  cafy,  nay  per- 
'  haps  it  will  be  impoffible,  to  fteal 
'  away  from  them.' 

This  refleiSlion  made  me  fad,  diffi- 
dent. I  was  tempted  to  go  from  the 
promife  I  had  juft  made.  I  locked  fix- 
edly at  my  mother  :  flie  was  as  calm  as 
innocence. 

*  Come,  Henrietta,  the  morning  is 

*  beautiful;  let  us  not  lofc  it.     I  will 

*  ride  with  you  toFelton-Lodge.* 

*  Do  not  you  purpofe  to  ftay  there, 

*  Madam  ?' 

'   No,  dear  girl  ;  but  every  day  you 

*  fliall  hear  from  me.' 

New  fears,  Sufannah,  crouded  into 
my  head.  '  Would  (he  fmile  upon  me 
«   with  mifchief  in  her  heart  ?  A  mo- 

*  ther!'  I  durft  not  give  way  to  fnlpi- 
cion.  I  dreffed;  Mrs.  Moulton  was 
called  3  and  away  we  drove. 

LETTER 
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LETTER     XXr. 

POOR  Mrs.  Moil! ton!  fo  Jnftily 
hnd  (he  been  hiirrifd  lo  tlie  concli, 
that  (he  had  neither  time  to  put  a  finglc 
queftion,  nor  to  enquire  into  my  looks, 
for  the  caufe  of  fo  i'udclen,  nnthought- 
ofa  journey.  Her  uneafinel's  I  iimne'- 
<liaiely  removed,  by  telling  her,  with  3 
fmile,  the  ])bce  we  were  going  to. 

Mrs.  Verman's  chcr.r/ulntfs  kept  me 
from  feeling  too  fenfibly,  that  every 
mile  we  rode  encreafed  my  diftance  from 
iVIr.  Romnt  y. 

♦  This   fliort  abfence  will  heighten 

*  our  happinel's  :  we  ftiall  fee  then  one 

*  another  with  a    greater  pleafure  ;   a 

*  real  blifs  will  refult  from  tiiis  imagi- 

*  nnryevir.' 

With  fuch  rtfleflions  T  arrived  at 
Felton-Lodge,  with  a  tolerable  degree 
of  vivacity  and  content. 

Mrs.  Spencer  received  us  with  the 
fmiles  and  half  courtefies  of  a  woman 
proud  of  her  richts,  and  of  my  mother's 
T)eing  in  need  of  her.  This  alTurance 
fpread  an  ofFenfive  coldncfs  upon  her 
countenance.     *  I  am  at  laft  courted  by 

*  a  filler  ftill  prouder  than  myfelf.'  As 
Mrs.  Verman  feemed  not  to  undeift.ind 
this  meaning  of  her  features,  I  whifp  r- 
ed  it  to  her:  ftie  had  too  much  wit  ci- 
ther to  hear  or  anlwer  me.  My  aunt's 
looks  at  me  agreed  perftftly  with  her 
behaviour  to  my  mother.  As  flic  kept 
conrtantly  in  the  country,  and  we  lived 
in  London,  three  years  had  elapfed 
lince  fhe  faw  me  ;  I  was  therefore  quite 
a  new  thing  expofed  to  her  view.  '  Well 

*  enough;  rather  too  impertinent  aud 

*  afFcJled  j  a  fpoiled  child,  to  wlionij  I 

*  muft,  and  will,  teach  better  manners.' 
Had  Mrs.  Spencer  fpoke  theie  words, 

Ihe  could  not  have  exprefll-d  them  bet- 
ter. 

'  Jf  niy  mother  will  overlook  this 

*  woman's  impertinence,  I  (hall  not.' 
And  advancing  to  her  with  the  ut- 

moll  p.jlitenefs — 

*  I  thank  you,  dear  Madam,  for  your 

*  good  opinion,    and    the  inftru6tions 

*  you  lovingly  purpofe  to  s^ive  me.' 

'  What  does  the  girl  iriean  ?  Did  I 

*  fpeak  to  her  ?' 

'  Your  tongue  has  notj  but  thefe  eyes 

*  have,  Madam.' 

And^  turning  gravely  to  Mrs.  Ver- 
man— 

*  I  believe  our  yiiit  i»  difagreeabl; ; 


'  you  woijld  not  furely  have  inc  i\ij 
'  where  I  am  not  welcome.' 
Mrs,  Spencer  burft  into  a  laujrht^r. 

•  Come   here,    you    faocv    Hnrnot: 
'  come  here,  I  fay  ;  I  will  kiii  you  for 

*  your  feafonable  rebuke.  What  !  you 
'  have  pride  «nough  to  refcnt  my  con- 

*  duft  ;  and  you  do  not  blufh  at  the 
'  prefdcnce  you  give  to  Romney  over 

*  Lord  Ofcnvor  ?  A  girl  of  your  fcnfe 

*  to  commit  fuch  a  blunder  I  You  mar 
'   bring  a  coronet  into  nur  fimily,  and 

*  will  tlius  unmercifully  beggar  us  of 

*  it.     You  fliall  not,  on  my  Word.     I 

*  will  make  you  wife,  I  warrant  you.~ 

*  Sifter,  I  will  takccriieof  this  char'o-e.' 
I  thought  I  perceived,  in  the  tone  of 

her  voice,  a  fatiie  levelled  at  Mrs.  Ver- 
man, and  that  flie  would  not  be  my 
enemy. 

•  I  have  nor  offended  !  How  tranf- 

*  porting  the  thought !' 

•  I  was  pleafcd,  Henrietta,  and  not 

*  offended.     Had   you  tamely  fu/fere'd 

*  my  contempt,  I  would  have  hated 
'  you.  I  love  a  girl  of  fpirits  :   there  is 

*  a  glory  in  taming  them.     Shake  not 

*  your  head;  I  will  fuccced.    My  con- 

*  ftnncy  in  teazing  and   plaguing  you 

*  out  of  your  inclination,  I  will  force 

*  you  to  admire.  You  fliall  acknow- 
'  ledge  me  yoar  conqueror.  But  I  for- 
'   get,  you  muft  have  got  an  excellent 

*  appetite,   let   us  dine  :   afte;-  that  vve 

*  will  enter  the  lifts,  and  fight  bravely 
'  for  victory.' 
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R  S.  Spci:ccr's  charming  fpnVht- 
lin<;f3  diffufed  itfelf "^into^mv 
h':art ;  I  humoured  her  fancy;  and  waa 
as  gay  and  thoughtlcfs  as  if  I  had  been 
peifet^ly  happy.  ■         ■ 

•  You  fee,  fifter,  my  niece  and  I  are 
'  already  upon  friendly  terms  :  we' will 

*  foon  un.'lci  Ihnd  one  another ;  I  dare 
'  fiy  we  ftiail  not  differ. — What  thiiik 
'  )  ou,  Harriot  ?'  ' 

'  It  is  my  opinion.  Madam.' 
Indeed,  Sufinnah,  from  a  wink  flie 
had  caft^  at  me,   I  was  convinced   ftie 
would   favour  my  paflTion  ;  and  I  was 
not  tieceived. 

'  Envy  me  not  my  corqiieft,  fifter, 

*  fince  the  benefit  fliall  be  wholly 
'  yours.' 

'  Let  us  he  generous  enemies— Here 

*  is  to  poorRomupy. — Comi;,  fiitjr.' 

H  z  *  With 
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HENRIETTA, 


«  With  all  my  heait.* 

We  all  drank  to  poor  Romney. 

«  Why  did  not  Lord  Olcnvor  wait 

*  there   upoa   my   lovely   girl  ?  He   a 

*  lover!* 

*  He  could  not  pofTihly.     He  will  be 
,'  here  this  evening,  or  to-morrow. 

*  Is  he  handfome,  Harriot.'' 
I  was  deaf. 

«  And  Romney  ?' 

*  Very  much  fo.' 

«  He  is  not  an  earl.  This  title  has  a 

*  beauty   which   beats    all    Romney's 

*  charms  to  nothing:  that  bofom  fhould 

*  notbeprophanedbut  by  aduke.  Your 

*  Grace  here.  Your  Grace  there  ;  it  fe- 

*  duces  one's  reafon  to  think,  of  Your 

*  Grace.  Were  I  you, Harriot,  I  would 

*  force  the  proudeft  of  the  nobility  to 

*  lay  at  my  feet :  to  marry  the  man  you 

*  love  is  fo  ftupid  a  refolution  as  not  to 
«  enter  a  rational  head  ;  you  ihall  be  a 

*  perfefl  (lave.     Inftead  of  command- 

*  ing,  you  will  be  in  a  perpetual  trem- 
«  blingnot  to  obey  quickly  enough  }  all 


*  Dear  mother  ! 

*  You  love  me.     I  am  confclous  votf 
'  do.' 

She  put  her  handkerchief  up  to  he» 
eye. 

'  Muft  I  fee  that  real  concern,  and 

*  yet  dilpleafe  my  mother!  How  hard 

*  my  fate  !  Take  me  back  with  you  to 

*  London.' 

*  I  am  too  weak,  Henrietta,  to  be  juft 

*  either  to  you  or  myfelf.     From  what 

*  it  coft  me  to  leave  you  behind,  I  fhalJ 
'  not  long  be  without  you  :  your  ab- 
'  fence,  I  fear,  will  plead  too  well  for 

*  you.     Go  ;  I  infift  upon  it. 

I  refpeited  her  grief,  and  went  to  my 
I'oora. 
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A' 


clined  to  deep,  I  fat  up  two  hours 
with  Mrs.  Mouitcn.  Froln  Mrs.  Sptn- 


yofirpaffions  will  center  in  that  of     «r's  '  fear  not,' we  concluded  I  (hould 
«  making  him  happy.    Fie,  Henrietta!     be  happy 


•  for  one  man  bid  adieu  to  pleafures, 
«  diffipation,  the  flattering  gaze  of  a 

•  world  of  adorers  ;  to  fink  all  at  once 

•  in  the  wife!  I  have  no  patience.  Si- 
'  ience  j  I  know  youranhver.  I  deteft 
«  preaching  after  a  good  dinner;  it 
«  troiibles  one's  digeftion  :  no  more  of 

•  thofe  men  for  to-day  j  let  us  enjoy 
«  the  remains  of  it.' 

As  we  were  ftepping  to  a  parlour  next 
the  garden,  (he  gave  me  a  gentle  tap  on 
the   (houlder,   and   whifpered— '   Fear 

•  not.'  I  carried  her  hand  to  my  lips, 
and  printed  upon  it  a  kifs  of  gratitude. 

•  Lord  Ofenvor  did  not  come.  Mrs. 
Vciman  having  fixed  her  departure  for 
the  next  morning,  %ve  retiied  early  ta 
O'jr  apartment, 

*  You  knov\r  my  wlfties,  Henrietta: 

•  I  will  fay  no  more.     To-morrow  I 

•  will  be  gone  before  you  are  up.  Write 

•  to  me.* 

I  begged  a  motherly  embrace. 

*  Never  doubt  my  tendernefs.  This 
'  is  tlie  firft  time  I  Iiave  parted  from 
f  you  :  it  pierces  my  heart.' 

She  ftrained  me  to  her  bofom. 

*  Leave  me,  Henrietta  !  Go  to  reft  : 
«  J  feared  this  inilant!  I — leave  me! 

And  flje  faintly  fauggUd  to  g(.l  iVec 
from  my  anus. 


'  H(Sw  grieved  Mr.  Romney,  when 
'  he  hears  you  have  thus  precipitately 

■  left  the  town  §  when  nobody  can  tell 

■  him  where  you  are  gone  !  From  his 
'  love  judge  his  dcfpair.  He  will  fuffer 
'  beyond  your  iniagmation,' 

'  He  will  love  me  the  more  when  he 
'  finds  me.  7  his  night  a  letter  cannot 
'  befent.  To-monow,  myaunt — from 
'  her  I  have  all  to  hope:  flie  will  be 
'  propitious  tome.  Romney  (hall  know 
'  I  am  here.  My  mother  dreamed  not 
'  1  (hould    find  a   prott6lor  in    Mrs, 

*  Spencer;  nor  did  her  reception  at  firft 

*  flatter  me  with   it.    I  am  impatient 

*  to  fee  her.  There  is  no  deceit  in  her 
«  fmiles.     The  "  fear  not,"  her  htnrt 

*  fpoke.  LordOfenvorwilUofetheday.' 

Mrs.  Spencer,  Sufannah, longed  fof 
a  converfation  as  much  as  I  did.  She 
thought  (lie could  not  too  foon  difpel  my 
apprehenfions,  ami  make  me  h;ippy. 

An  hour  after  my  mother  was  gone, 
flie  tript  up  to  my  room. 

*  Scold  me  not,  Henrietta  ;  the  lofs 

*  of  your  (Icep  I  will  com  pen  fate.' 

*  I  needed  not  that  alTurancc  to  be- 

*  lievc  you  :   from  your  lips  I  cannot 

*  hear  but  what  will  d^^light  my  heart. 

*  You  talked  and  behaved  in   fuch   a 

*  jH»jin«i-  ycltvjrday  uj  ig  confirm  my 

*  hopes* 
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'  hopes.     T  enjoyed  that  day  wliicli  I 

*  dreaded  would  be  marked  witli  for- 
■*•  row.     Here  liave  I  nut  with  a  friend 

*  iiiftcad  of  a  pcrfeciitor.' 

I  thrc\\'  my  arms  round  her  wriift. 

•  You  have,  Henrietta;  you  have  in- 
«  dted." 

And  flic  embnced  me  with  an  un- 
coninioi)  fondncl's. 

*  My  fifter  font  me  an  exprcfs  the 

*  niglit  before,  and  begged  I  -.iroiild  re- 

*  ceive  vou  for  fomc  weeks,  and  luffer, 

*  and  fiippert  with  all  my  intcred,  the 

*  vifits  and   prctenlions  of  Lord  Ofen- 

*  vor.  She  treated  yoi"'  pairion  for  Mr. 

*  Komney  of  a  childilh  whim,  and  ex- 

*  pati;ited  upon  tlic  advantages  refult- 

*  ing  to  the  whole  family  from  3  mar- 

*  liage  between  his  lo:d(liip  and  you. 

*  So  brilliant  an  eltablifliaient,  I  own, 

*  Henrietta,  prejudiced  me  againft  you. 

*  1  fell   blindly  into  her  ojiinion,  and 

*  prepared  my   heart   to  oppofe  your 

*  tears,   and  deftroy   an   inclination  I 

*  fancied^  real  difgrace.     Vou  came  : 

*  at  vour  fight  I  was  moved.  ImiftruiV- 

*  ed  that  heart;  it  was  not  armed  again li 

*  the  powcrof  beauty,  and  the  enchant- 
'  ing  nllureincnts  of  the  happiell  phy- 

*  fiognomy  I  ever  beheld.  \'our  ihape, 

*  your  motions,  the  tone  of  your  voice, 

*  had  a  charm  I  could  not  rellft.     "  1 
«'  cannot  ha'.e  her,"  faid  I  to  myfelf ; 

*  though,  in  the  mean  time,  to  ple.ife 

*  your  mother,!  threw  at  you  the  looks 

*  of  indifference  and  contempt.     Your 

*  fenfibilify,  which  took  the  alarm,  and 

*  returned  upon  me  the  contempt  you 

*  defcrvcd  not,  parted    inftantly  from 

*  me  the  true  from  the  fail'e  woman.  It 

*  made  me  your  friend.     I  prided  in  a 

*  niece  who  durlt  to  a61  with  magnani- 

*  mity,  and  brave  op.-nly  her  enemy. 

*  Your  behaviour  convinced  me  of  tl'.c 

*  finceriiy  of  your  padion,     I  fcorn  to 

*  make  unhappy  the  giil  I  can  boaft  to 

*  efttt-m.     Although   Romney  be  not 

*  Lord  Ofenvor,  fince  you  love  him, 

*  he  is  the  man  I  will  favour.    Thank 

*  me  not,  Henrietta  ;  Vvords  would  not 

*  exprcfs  half  the  gratitude  which  en- 

*  livens  your  countenance  :  this  only 

*  does  repay  my  tendernefs    for  you. 

*  Dtci's  yourfelf;  and  after  breafifaft  -.ve 

*  will  lay  our  wife  heads  together,  and 

*  fix  the  fate  of  Lord  Ofenvor.' 

•  How   rtiaJl   I  requite    fuch  good. 
«  nefs  1' 
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She  would  not  hear,  but  (hut  hertai* 
with  both  her  hands,  and  left  inc. 
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AT  brcakfrift  Mrs.  Spencer  called 
all  her  Icrvants  to  the  hall;  and, 
prefenting  them  to  me,  ordered  them  to 
obey  whatever  I  (hould  command. 

*  You  are  not  my  flave,   Ji-nrictfa, 

*  but  your  own  miftrefs.  Ayoungwo- 

*  man   of  your  judgment  and   Ipirit* 

*  from  me  fhall  receive  no  law.* 

*  Would  I  were  worthy  of  the  fa- 

*  yours  you  beftow  upon  me!' 

'  This  wifli  acquits  you.   By  a£lin? 

*  as  I  do  I  gratify  a  favourite  pafllon, 

*  Henrietta.     1  am    proud   to   flicw  I 

*  know  your  worth  :  fo  I  pleafe  myfelf, 
'  you  owe  me  no  obligation.  Now 
'  that  we  are  alone,  let  us  fettle  how 
'  we   mult  behave    with    his  lordfliip. 

*  From  what  my  filler  has  told  me  of 

*  his  excellent  qualities,   I  think   we 

*  fliould  coax  him  into  generoiity,  and 
'  feein  to  rely  upon  him  alone  for  your 

*  happlnefs.     This  condu<5l  muft  ope- 

*  rate  upon  a  noble  heart.     In  giving 

*  you  up  to  his  rival  he  will  forget  the 
'  facrificeforthe  glory  of  having  made 

*  it.  Have  you  a  better  advice  to  otfer?* 

'  Indted  1  have  none.  Yours  ao-rees 

*  fo  perfeftly  with  my  efteem  of  him, 
<  that  I  hardly  doubt  it's  fuccefs.' 

*  Well,  we  will  follow  it.  Have  we 

*  any  other  concern  to  unravel?  You 

*  figh,  Henrietta.' 

'  Romney   knows   not  what  is  be- 

*  come  of  me.     What  anxiety  he  muft 

*  be  in  r 

*  It  is  cruel  in  your  mother  to  have 

*  overlooked  the  torments    he    fltould 

*  fuffer;  they  are  not  to  be  borne  by  a 

*  lover.     It  was  inhuman  :  let  us  find 

*  an  antidote  to  that  poifon.' 

I  was  ftupid,  Sufannah,  from  the 
want  of  fliewiiig  my  gratitude  ;  not  a 
word  of  that  would  flie  liften  to  :  it 
made  me  almcft  faint. 

*  Write  to  Romney,  Henrietta:  tell 

*  him  you  are  fafe  ;  but  hide  from  him 

*  the  place  you  live  in.  Prudence  re- 
'  quires  that  the  two  rivals  fhould  not 

*  meet.     Go,  lofe  no  time  3  forget  not 

*  to  write  lovingly.' 
And  (he  finiisd. 
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TOO  pleaHng  was  the  order  not  to 
Fe  inftnntly  compiled  with.  I 
ftepped  into  her  clofet,  fit  down,  and 
wrote  what  my  heart  di6lated. 

TO  CHARLES   ROMNEY,  ESQ^ 

*  npIIOUGH   never   fo  great   the 

-*-    *  pnins  yo'j  endure  from  my  ab- 

*  fence,  they  are  my  own,  dear  Kom- 

*  nev.     My  departure  was  fo  fudJen, 

*  fo  unexpected,  that  I  had  it  not  in  my 

*  power  to  warn  you  of  it.     I  am  C.uc 

*  at  a  relation's,  who  doats  upon  me. 

*  She  was  to  be  my  t\rant;  fuch  were 
'  my  mother's   expeflacions  :  Hie  ^as 

*  turned  a  friend  to  me,  to  you,  Rom- 

*  ney.     You  (he  loves,  and  willies  for 

*  my  hiifband  :  doubt  not  this,  and  I 

*  will  reward  yourcredulity.  My  heart 

*  is  thine;  thou  haft  nothing  to  feap 

*  t!ie  few  days  I  am  loft  to  thee,  think 
'  of  iiie.    Incrtaf^  thy  love,  by  calling 

*  to   ti  y    mind  the  fc^v   virtues  thou 

*  thinlceft  1  pofiefs.  Fancy  I  am  in  tliy 
'  company,  liftenir.g  and  anfwering  thy 
«    rapluics.  I  Jove  thee,  Romney.  Tell 

*  Lady  Benn.L  I  love  her.  Believe 
«  Loih;  your  ffiihful 

•  Henrietta  Verm.^n'.' 

I  prefented  the  letter  to  Mrs.  Spen- 
cer, that  ihe  might  read  it. 
'    '  I  have  nocuriofity,  Henrietta;  feal 

*  it.     One  of  my  people  will  carry  it. 

*  The    flownefs   of    publick    couriers 

*  would  anlVer  ill  the  impatience  of 

*  thy  heart.     Romney  fliall  have  this 

*  letter  before  dinner,  and  not   know 

*  whence  it  came.     PoHiblv  we  may 

*  have  an  anfwcr  at  night.' 

Had  you  been  me,  Sufannah,  you 
would  have  admired  the  turn  cf  your 
fortune, loved  youraunt,and  becnhlent. 

Part  of  the  morning  we  walked  and 
read  away.  No  trouhlelbme  thought 
prcfling  upon  my  mind,  I  gave  way  to 
my  natur.xl  gaiety, and  expefled,  wirh- 
cut  fear,  Lord  Ofenvoi  'i  -nival.  Wc 
faw  h  nj  at  one  o'cIccL  in  the  avenue 
facing  the  houfe,  riilijig  in  his  chariot 
and  {o\n-;  attended  Ipy  three  fervanti  in 
elcg-iTit  iivcries. 

'"Does  notthe  fight  trmptyoti,  Hen. 

*  riciL.i,  to  be  the  milhefs  of  that  cha- 

*  rioc?  Uad  you  ld'&  love,  it  would 


'  ftun  your  reafon.     Pride  is  alvrsyS 

*  heard  when  we  are  indiff-'rent.    Hum- 

*  blehim  not,  by  hinting  he  is  tliecauJe 

*  of  your  retreat:  he  will  repay  your 

*  difcretion  with  gcnerofitv.' 

The  chariot  then  entering  the  yard, 
we  went  down  to  receive  his  lordfliip. 
From  Ivlrs.  Spencer  he  had  a  very  hear- 
ty welcome,  from  me' a  polite — '  I  hope 

*  you  ?re  very  well,  my  lord.'  He 
took  my  hand,  and,  for  this  time,  I 
fufFered  him  to  kifs  it.  The  tedious 
for<naIity  of  an  iiidifpcDfible  ceiemony 
over,  we  began  to  talk  with  the  freedom 
cf  tVienJftiip. 

Whether  out  of  compliment  to  my 
aunt,  or  meicly  to  pleafe  hinifilf,  he 
would  take  a  view  of  the  houl'e  ;  but 
fuch  a  long  tirae  he  employed  in  her 
'clofet  of  natural  curiofities,  a»to  make 
mt  concUide  his  love  was  not  of  the 
fame  nature  as  mine.  Romney  would 
not  have  preferred  the  examination  of  a 
fliel),  or  a  medal,  to  the  pieaJiire  of  con- 
veriing  with  me  :  this  would  have  been 
the  only  want  he  would  have  ftlt  and 
gratified.  By  gradual  impercepii'ole 
ficps  I  withdrew  to  the  library,  and  left 
him  with  IVIrs.  Spencer.  For  half  an 
hour  more  he  continued  in  that  clofet, 
vvhilit  I  amufed  myfelf  with  ClarrfTa. 

#  .  # 
His  lordfhip  was  in  rapture  at  what 
he  had  icen.  '  How  pro<)igiiiu{iy  rich 
'  and  well  chofcn  that  colltr^lion  ! '  Till 
now  he  had  boafted  his  own  ;  for  the 
future,  never  would  he  n-.tnii'.n  it. 
Compared  to  Mrs.  SpencLi's,  it  was 
a  poor  one  indeed.  How  came  Ihe  by 
fuch  a  rare  variety  ? 

♦  This  man  loves  you  not,'  whifper- 
ed  my  aunt ;  *  I  believe  he  would  bar- 
'  ter  you  for  the  tenth  part  of  my  coU 
'  leflion.' 

I  burft  into  laughter. 

*  Will  you  pronofe  tlie  bargain  ?' 

'  N.I,  no.     I    fliould    AiiTcr  by   it, 

*  fince  he  cannot  havfe  you.' 

ILs  lordlhip  walked  up  and  down 
the  lihrnry,  admiring  the  fine  order  in 
which  the  books  ftuod,  and  now  and 
thiru  a  buu  attrafted  his  attention,  and 
forced  an  eulogium. 

*  In  this  houfe,  dear  Henrietta,  it  ig 

*  impofllble  you  fhould  regret  the  di- 

*  veifions  of  London.' 

•  My  aunt'sfricndfliip  makes  nicin- 

*  fti.fible  to  their  lofs.' 

•  Does  not  my  urcfence  contribute  a 

«  liule 
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or 


'  little  to  that  ui difference  ?  Am  I  for 

*  notliing  in  th;>.t  tranquillity  of  mind 

*  yoii  appear  to  eijoy  ?  If  I  am   inil- 

*  tdken,  out  of  pity,  diflcinhle  ;  unde- 

*  ceive  me  not :   let  inc  cluridi  the  fl.u- 

*  tering  error;  next  to   life,  I  woulj 

*  hate  to  lofc  it/ 

'  He  loves  his  life  better,  however,' 
fail!  I  to  myfelf :   '  my  frowns  will  not 

*  c  li  V  him  to  the  grave;  I  am  gi.ui  of 
'  it.'  ' 

'  The  company  of  nn  amiable  man, 
'  my  loitl,  is  always  dcfirable.  I  know 
'  but  one  I  prefer  to  your  lorJfliip's.' 

'  It  is  kind  in  you  j  but  that  one  is 

*  itill   too  much:  vere  I   that  one, -I 

*  would  be  the  happitft  of  mankind. 

*  Let  me  be  the  firll  in  your  heart.* 

*  Though  you  deferve  the  fii  (!,'  iny 

*  lord,  you   mult  reft  contented   with 

*  the   fecond  place;  it  is   not    in   my 
'   power  tfo  give  it  to  you  :    let  us  be 

*  friends,  fince  you  cannot   be  my   lo- 

*  ver  ;  the  greatnels  of  your  foul  will 

*  make  your  viflory  eafy;  you  will  not 

*  make  mtj  miferable,  when   you  can 

*  infure  my  happinefs.     No,  Lord  O- 

*  fenvor  will  not  have  Henrietta  un- 

*  happy.' 

<   It  would  tear  my  heart  to  fee  you 

*  really  io.     I   the  caule,    Henrietta! 

*  Piay,  fpnre  me  :  talk  not  thus.' 

'   I  knew  your  lonlfliip's  magnani- 

*  mity  ;  your  virtues  were  my  w v.n .int. 

*  I  was  certain  you  loved  me  for  my- 

*  i'elf ;   that  your  foul  would  dildain  to 

*  force  my  inclination,  and  punifli  me 
«  for  a  fault  I  was  not  guilty  of.' 

I  took  his  hand  afteflionately  into 
mine. 

'  Now  you  are  yourfelf,  my  friend, 

*  ir.y  benefiSlor.     I  am  happv. ' 
And  1  kiir^id  the  hand  I  held. 

*  Heavens,  Henrietta!  what  are  you 

*  doing?  What   have  I  faid    that   de- 

*  lerves  I'uch  thanks  ?  I  am  your  fiiend, 
'  it  isti'ue:   but,  oh  i   what  a  conflift 

*  is  this!' 

And  he  led  my  hand  to  his  heart. 
'    Courage,  my  lord  ;    give  way   to 

*  your  generofity :   pity   your   llcnri- 

*  etta. 

And  I  involuntary  fell  at  his  feet, 
with  tears  in  my  eyes,  and  pantings  in 
jr.y  bofom.  I  would  havefpoke;  ilie 
words  dwindled  into  fobbin^s. 

'  Arife,  thou  virtuous  girl!    Aiife, 

*  lovely  Henrietta!    You  affefl  me  tuo 

*  much  :  let  me  breathe.  At  my  feet! — 
«  Fortunatt  Romney !  Unhapj)}- me'— 


Arife  !  I  am  ready  to  fink  !  I  was 
not'preparcd  for  this  cncouniei  :  jnjr 
fenfihilicy  you  have  ftruck,  and  com- 
manded !  Tear  me  nor,  Ilennctia  !  — 
Mrs.  Spencer,  help  me  agaii.lt  ha" 
tcaisj  tiity  tinman  me.' 
'  They  have  rather  made  a  man  of 
you,  my  lord ;  they  have  rdtorcd 
you 'your  own  digniiy,  obfcured  by 
an  unlucky  pafTion.  Never  have  you 
appeared  to  a  greater  advantage.  I 
love  Henrietta  for  her  e(kenj  of  you. 
I  admire  your  lordOiip  for  the  tri- 
umph you  have  obtained  over  your- 
felf.' 

'  Compliment  me  not  upon  a  doubt- 
ful viftory  ;  it  is  not  yet  compleat: 
Henrietta  cannot  be  fo*  eafily  erafed 
fiom  my  heart.  Hide  thefe  tea.-s  from 
me,  or  I  am  undone  y  I  have  no 
ftiength  againft  thtm.  Too  many 
enemies  have  I  to  meet  with  :  her 
forrow — You,  Mrs.  Spencer,  whom 
I  thought  for  me — ' 
'  I  have  a  tender  foul,  my  lord;  it 
diflblved  into  pity  at  her  fight.  I  con- 
quered my  pride.  As  you  was  the 
man  deftined  for  my  niece,  that  pride 
was  very  great ;  yet  I  conquered  it  : 
like  me,  my  lord,  you  will  conquer 
your  pafllon.  Look  on  Henrieita  ; 
think  of  the  happinefs  you  may  pro- 
cure h«r.  Are  not  you  happy  to  have 
it  in  your  pov/er  ?  Can  man  boaft  a 
greater?' 

He  fighed;  and,  on  a  fudden,  Urain- 
ng  me  to  his  bofom — 
'  Though  my  paflion  be  extremely 
fierce,  I  am  not  ungenerous,  Henri- 
etta: give  me  time  to  reconcile  my- 
felf  to  the  cruel  facrifice  you  demand 
of  me,  I  will  animate  myfelf  to  this 
aft  of  jurtice.  Come,  dear  thcfe 
eyes,  refume  your  fpirits  j  your  de- 
jcdion  would  be  a  dil'couragement.  I 
would  feebly  attempt,  did  I  not  fee 
in  your  look  a  confidence  cf  my  fuc- 
cefs.' 

'  Next  toRomney,  you  I  will  efteeai 
'  and  love.' 

And  wc  exchanged  a  falute. 


LETTER     XXVI. 

I  Need  not,  Sufannah,  to  tell  you  my 
joy  and  reflefticns  on  (o  happy  a 
beginning:  your  heart  will  explain 
them  to  you. 

Tbe  night  was  f^r  gone  when  the 
Icrvaot 
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HENRIETTA, 


fervant  retnrriccl  from  Lontlon.  He 
brought  me  the  following  (hort  and  ex- 
preflive  cpifile. 

*   TO  MISS  VERMAN. 

*«  AyfY  heart  is  thine;  thou  haft  no- 
iVl  c(  thing  to  fear."     Sealbnably 

*  did  thefe  kind  words  come  to  me.     I 

*  was  defpairing:    they  made  me  eafy. 

*  I  truil  to  my  Henrietta  the  happinefs 
■•  of  her 

*   ROMNEY.' 

m     # 

Tearful  to  talk  of  love,  yet'unable 
to  fupprefs  it  from  his  looks,  Lord  O- 
fenvor  grew  fad,  penfive,  and  pafied  the 
grcated  part  of  the  week  alone  in  the 
nioft  folitary  places  of  Feltoii-Lodge. 
In  the  hours  he  fpent  with  us  he  affeft- 
ed  a  mirth;  and  diflipation  his  heart  did 
rot  feel.  Sometimes  he  would  lead  me 
filenily  to  the  harpfichord,  then  fing 
what  I  played  ;  but  either  he  was  out 
of  tune,  01  his  fong  vanifhed  into  a  ligh. 
Often  did  he  turn  his  head  to  hide  the 
trickling  tear,  and  fly  from  me  if  I  hap- 
pened to  fniile. 

One  morning  he  was  gone  abroad. 
We  were  alarmed  by  the  (liriekings  of 
Mrs.  Moujton,who  was  coming  to  our 
ap.utment,  crying  that  Lord  Ofenvor 
was  wounded.  We  w^re  in  the  firft 
trarfport  of  our  fright  when  his  lord- 
/hip  prefentedliimfelf  wi.h  his  left-nrm 
in  a  fling,  and  fome  drops  of  blood  on 
his  ccat. 

'  Be  not  terrified,  ladies;  I  am  not 

*  wounded:  this  blood  is  not  mine; 

*  and  this  arm  is  only  bruifid.— Dear 

*  Henrietta,    believe    me,    I    am    not 

*  wounded:  your  concern  for  my  hife- 
«  ty   obliteratLS   from    my    rnind   the 

*  danger  I  have  ran.     Sit  down,  I  will 

*  tell  vou  how  I  was  attacked,  andmi- 

*  raculoufiy  delivered.' 

«  Before  you  begin,  I  will  fee  that 

*  arm,  to  be  certain  that  this  biood  is 

*  not  yours  :  you  may  difguile  your  fj- 

*  tuation  from  the  fear  we  fliould   be 

*  unhappy  bv  knowing  it.      Step  into 

*  that  clofet,  fuft'er  your  valet  dc  cham- 
<  bre  to   undrtil's  and  infpett  whether 

*  that  blood — Oh  !   I  am  in  a  tenor  I' 

*  He  liatii  already.     I  am  well;  ti  ufl 

*  to  my  honour:  1  would  not  indeed 

*  deceive  you.' 

*  Be    calm,    Henrietta,'    faid   Mrs. 
Spencei:  '  why  (hould  we  doubt  hit 


t  word  > — Deign,  my  lord,  t©  gratjf/ 

*  my  curiofity  :  I  long  to  know  how 

*  you  came  by  tliat  nrm,  by  that  blood.' 

So  ftiong  an  impieilion  that  blood 
had  made  upon  me,  Sufanmh,  that,  in 
fpite  of  his  lorddiip's  extreme  compo- 
fure,  I  was  Itiil  diffident  :  his  palenefs 
argued  for  fufpicion  ;  my  heart  hardiy 
beat;  I  was  obliged  to  call  for  faJts. 

'  From  me  conceal  vour  renfibility, 
'  Henrietta  ;  that  unfeigned  iniereft 
'  weakens  my  refoiution  ;  it  rather  in- 

*  dulges  my  paflicn  than  cools  it.  How 
'  can  I  defpair  of  pleafing  when  I  caufe 

*  fuch   an  emotion  in  your  heart !  It 

*  forces  a  hope  you  will  love  me  one 

*  day  ;  your  affliiiion  makes  me  die- 

*  rifli  it.  Be  yourfelf  immediately,  or 
'  I  (hall  be  tingenerous.' 

*  My  fear  friendfhip  caufed,  my 
'  lord  ;  you  deferve  to  infpire  it.  Btit, 
'  pray,  tell  us  your  accident? 

His  lordlhip  got  up,  and  walked  a 
few  minutes  in  the  room  to  recover 
from  his  trouble ;  now  and  then  his 
eyes  upon  me  :  fuch  loving  eyes!  I  was 
forry  1  had  not  been  able  to  dilTemble 
my  concern.  His  countenance  was 
more  animated :  he  looked  as  if  he 
hoped. 

*  I  forget  you  muft  be  impatient; 
'  forgive  me  ladies  ;'  and  he  fat  down. 

*  My  reverie  had   carried  me  this 

*  morning  at  fome  diftance  from  the 
'  park,  when,  turning  into  a  little  lane 

*  wliicli  leads  to  tlie  publick  lond,  I 
'  was  on  a  fudden  affaulted  by  two  ftout 
'  fellows    in   feamens  dieifes.     Before 

*  1  couid  alk  what  they  wanted,  one  of 
'  them  ftiuck  me  upon  tliis  arm  with 
'  the  butt  end  of  a  mulket.  To  defend 

*  myftlf  would  have  been  a  folly:  I 
'  delivered  them  my  purfe,  my  watch, 

*  and  my  ring.  The  unconlcionable 
'  raCcals  would  abfolutely  have  all,    I 

*  rtfted  contented  vith  my  lofs,  and 
'  prepared  to  go,  when  the  villain  who 
'   liad  my  witch,  viewing  the  feal  which 

*  hung  at  the  chain,  cried  to  his  com- 
'  panion — "  jack,  he  is  a  lord;  he  will 
"  get  us  to  the  gallows;  let  tis  difpatch 
"  him,  felfinieieft  bids  it."  I  was  not 

*  a  little  frightened  at  his  remark.     I 

*  attempted  to  compromile  for  my  life 

*  with  the  bloody- mindetl  ruffians.     I 

*  fwore   never  to  cimplain,  anel  pro- 

*  mifed  to  convey  any  fum  of  monsy 

*  they  would  aik,  to  any  retired  place 

•  they 
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'  they  would  fix.     They  went  a  few 

*  paces  from  rm;  to  CMnfult  what  they 

*  IhoiiKI  ilo,  their  mulkcts  ready  to  fire, 

*  and  their  eyes  upon  me.  "  Tiuft 
♦'  him  not,  Jack;  he  is  a  lord;  damned 
«'  fools  if  we  do."     At  this  inftant,  I 

*  thought  to  be  my  laft,   a  gentlcnnn 

*  appeared  fome  ftrps  behind  me,  who, 

*  pcfcciving    my    fituntion,    advanced 

*  with   the  quick  undaunted    iK-ps   of 

*  couraf^e  towards  them  with  a  piftol 

*  in  each    hand.     "  \'i!lains!"    One 

*  fired  at  him,  and  mifl'cd  :  he  blew  his 

*  brains  out  5  his  blood  fpirt  up  upon 

*  my  coat.     His  fall    injimidatcd   the 

*  other,  who  fled,  and  fired  in  his  re- 

*  treat,  but  with  the  trembling  hand  of 

*  a  coward.     The  report  of  tlie  guns 

*  foon  gathered  a  few  men,  who,   foi- 

*  lowing  my  biave  deliverer,  went  in 

*  purfuit  of  thel)anvlitti.  He  was  taken; 

*  and,  when  arriving  upon  the  fpot,  I 

*  looked    for   my  generous  proteilor, 

*  found  him  not,  he  had  vanifhed.   My 

*  forrow    was   extreme   not    to   know 

*  whom  I  was  indebted  to  for  my  life. 
'  I  queftioncd  every  man  wiio  had  fcen 

*  him  :   he  was  an  abfolute  (Iranger  to 

*  them.      My  enquiries  proving  incf- 

*  feftual,  I    took  a  po:l-chaife  in  the 

*  next  village,  where  the  feamen  were 

*  conduiS\ed,  and  came  here.' 

*         # 

Whom  would  not  this  relation  have 
moved?  His  I'ltuation  between  life  and 
denth.  I  was  bathed  in  tears  when  he 
told  it. 

'   What  a  danger  you  have  efcap;d, 

*  my  lord!  How  generous  the  m.'.n 
'  who  faved  you  !  That  man  will  eve." 
'   he  dear  to  me!    Never  could  I  have 

*  been  happy  had  I  loft  niy  friend!' 
Tliefe  expreffions  were  a  fuel  to  his 

flair.e  :  I  could  not  help  it.  Ifawinhis 
tliaiiks  ail  the  fire  of  love,  and  was  not 
t)frciid';d  :  I  thought  but  of  the  life  he 
fo  uiicxpefledly  enjoyed. 

'  You  fnall  no  more  venture  abroad, 

*  my  lord,  uniefs  armed  or  waited  up- 

*  on.    Thefe  ruffians  !    I  cannot  think 

*  on  them  without  horror!' 

So  overjoyed  to  hear  me  talk  thus  was 
Lord  Ofenvor,  that  he  could  not  find 
vords  to  fhew  me  his  gratitude;  he 
prefTcd  my  hands,  and  appeared  happy. 
No  other  tokens  did  he  attempt  to  give 
me  of  liis  heart's  dslight:  thefa  then 
pleaied  me;   I  wanted  no  other. 

A  wink  from  Mrs.  Spencer  cooled 
piv  raptuiesj  I  felt  that  i'jier,d(hip  or 


humanityhad  carried  me  too  far:  I  bepan 
to  perceive  the  delufion  which  his  Jord- 
flilp  indulged.  How  foolifli  a  tender 
hciirt,  Sufannah!  How  talily  it  receive* 
an  imprclfion,  and  ovcr-afts  it's  natural 
feelings  ! 

'  Have  you  never  known  the  charms 
'  of  fricndlhip,  my  lord,  that  you  arc 
'  both  I'o  amazed  and  delighted  at  the 

•  exprefTion  of  mine?  Do  you  tliink 
'  we  have  no  tears  to  (hcd,  no  tran- 

*  i'ports  of  joy  to  feel,  for  the  pcrfon 

•  weefteeni!   For  the  fake  of  your  peace 

*  and  mind,  miltake  not  the  plealuie  I 

•  have  ilifcovered  at  your  happy  elcapcj 
'  give  it  not   a  motive  it  had  not  :   my 

•  friendfliip  is  too   lincere  ior  my  hav- 

*  ing  been  infenfihle  of  the  peril  you 

*  was  expofed  to  •' 

#      m 

It  was  too  late,  Sufannah ;  the  poifoa 
had  penetrated  into  his  heart :  he  would 
not  believe  me.  He  let  his  pafTion  do- 
mineer; and  talked,  and  looked  :  I  left 
tlie  room  ;  and,  with  many  fighs,  re- 
treated into  mine. 
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LETTER     XXVir. 

Had  not  been  long  by  myfelf,  when 
Mrs.  Moulton  came  to  me. 
'  Here  is  a  letter  from  Mr.  Rora- 
'  ney  !' 

'  Good  God  !  how  came  vou  by  It  ?' 
'  The  gardener  gave  it  to  me.' 
What  a  flutter  my  foul  was  in  I 

«    TO  MISS  HENRIETTA  VER.MAM. 


'  "DY  the  help  of  gold  I  have  difco- 
■*-'  *  verevl  your  retreat.  This  letter 
vviiTfafely  come  into  the  hands  of  my 
Henrietta.  Gf  t'.iis  metal  never  be- 
fore did  I  know  the  power — did  I 
make  fo  noble  ufe  of  it.  By  the  help 
of  goKl  I  breatlie  the  fame  air  with 
Henrietta  I  This  inftant  only  I  am 
fond  of  riches,  which  could  procure 
to  my  foul  the  gratification  of  the 
fole  defire  it  felt.  I  guefs  the  reafons 
which  hindered  your  dating  the  let(er 
ycu  fent  me  from  Felton  Lodge. 
Lord  Ofenvor  is  with  you.  You 
wrote  me — "  Thou  haft  nothing  to 
fear."  I  fear  nothing,  Henrietta, 
Of  you  I  (iiould  be  unworthy,  did 
not  1  rely  totally  on  tiie  affurance  you 
gave.  Love,  not  jealovdy,  brought 
me  here.  A  few  minutes  of  your 
I  *  j)refen<;5 
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*  presence  will  compenfate  for  the  fix 
«  days  I  have  not  feen  you:    my  heart 

*  wants  this  comfort   sgainft  the  days 

*  I  am  ftill  to  be  gbfent  from  you.    A 

*  few  minutes  only;    and   then   I   go 
«  back  to  London  till  Henrietta  will  be 

*  mine.     I  am  in  the  grove  next  to  the 

*  fummer-houfe:     here,   for   his   dear 

*  Heniietta,  impatiently  waits 

*  Romney!' 

*  T  Will  go — be  fure,  I  will  go!   Be 
^  *  not  impatient ;  I  will  go  i' 

Thefe  words  I  wrote  immediately, 
and  fent  by  the  bribed  meficnger. 

#         * 
At  dinner,  Lord  Ofenvor  would  ftill 
continue  deluded  :   my  behaviour  in  the 
morning  he  ftill  would  interpret  in  his 
favour. 

•  You  know  not  your  heart,  Hen- 

*  rietta:   it  was  an  enigma  before  you 
'  faw  this  arm,  thi?  blood  ;  by  thefc  it 

*  has  been  unravelled.     I  hope,  nay  I 

*  am  certain,  no  rival  do  I  dread  :   will 

*  I  vield  to  a  victory  which  your  con- 

*  cern  has  convinced  me  I  ftiall  ob- 

*  tain  r' 

'  Is  this  your  generofity,  my  lord  >' 
'  When  my  hopes  are  foumled,  I  a:n 

*  a  lover  ;  in  no  other  charafter  will  I, 

*  cr  can  I,  talk  01  behave.' 

I  took  Mrs.  Spencer  into  the  next 
room,  and  (hewed  her  Romney's  letter. 

'  Go,  Henrietta;  I  will  keep  his 
»  lordfhip.' 

Then  through  a  b.ick  (lair-cafe  I 
joined  Mrs.  Moulton  in  a  covered  al- 
ley. 

Love,  Suf^nnah,  g^ve  wings  to  my 
feet:  in  ten  minutes  I  was  in  the  arms 
ofRoniney.  You  may  imagine  >.vhat 
1an::uage  v;e  fpoke;  how  tender  the  ex- 
prelTion;  how  delicate  the  fentimcr.t ! 
Thtfc  fcenes  are  to  be  afled,  not  de- 
jcribed;  the  pen  is  too  cold  for  the  tire 
of  pnfTicn. 

An  hour  we  had  forgot  ourfelvcs  in 
the  bewitching  efTufions  of  r.ur  ena- 
moured hearts;  not  one  thought  had 
•we  of  parting.  He  was  at  my  ftet, 
enjoying  my  fmiles  and  my — «  I  love 
'  you,'  when  we  were  rouzcd  from  this 
luavenly  lethargy  by  the  door  being 
\iolently  tlirown  open. 

•  At  l.irt  I  have  foiincj  inj:  rival  I  I 

*  can  revenge  myli^lt  !* 


'  What  a  fury,  my  lord!     Is  it  thns 

*  you  refpect  me  ?* 

And  I  ftepped  between  him  and  Rom- 
rey. 
,    *  I  am  mad  ! — You  (ha?!  not  proteft 

*  him  !— Sir,  defend  yourfelf  !' 

*  I  will,  my  lord.' 

And  he  turned  his  face  to  his  lord- 
ftiip. 

At  his  (ight  Lord  Ofenvor  drew  back 
with  the  greateft  amazement. 

*  Great  God!  what  do  I  fee  ?  Is  it 
'  Romney  who  this  mornin?  faved  my 
'   lifer'  ^  ^ 

How  I  ftarcd,  Snfannah  ! 

'  I  did  my  lord  :  but  as  in  the  fame 

*  circumftance  you    would   venture  it 

*  for  me,  you  owe  me  no  obligation.' 
His    lordfhip  was  ftruck   dumb;   he 

leaned  agair.ft  the  wall,  his  hand  be- 
fore his  forehead,  and  his  eyes  ca(t 
down ;  an  awful  filence  reigned  for  a  few 
minutes. 

'  How  fevere  my  fate  I'  exclaimed 
Lord  Ofenvor  with  a  tone  of  d^fpairj 
'  to  be  indebted  for  my  life  to  the  man 

*  my  love  had  pointed  out  for  my  ene- 
'  my  ■' 

And  ag'iin  lie  Aink  into  a  reverie. 

What  to  do  I  knew  not:  I  was  To 
feired;  I  could  but  feel. 

'  Romney  I  why  did  you 'come  to 
'  my  help  !  why  did  not  you  let  me  pe- 
'  rifh  by   the   hands  of  the  ruffians  • 

*  1  he  life  you  gave  I  lliould  not  now 

*  deteft;  my  death  would  have  been  fo 

*  favourable  to  ycu.' 

'  It  would  not  h.u'C  compenfated  for 
'  the  contempt  of  myfelf.  I  knew/ 
'  you.' 

*  You  knew  me  ?' 
'  Yes,  my  lord.' 

*  Why  did    you   fly  from  me  when 

*  you  could  have  fo  much  valued  yuur- 
'  felf  upon  the  benefit  you  conftircJ 
'  upon  me,  and  cxpefl  your  happinels 

*  from  mv  gratitude?' 

'  Could   I    bcsit,    my   lord,   not  to 

*  have  been  hafe  ?  All  men  of  hcnour 

*  wouKl  have  behaved  as  1  did.  Never 
'  would  you  have  known  me  for  your 
'  deliverer  hail   it  not  been   for  your 

*  comi:ig  here.' 

Lord  Ofenvor  rem.aincd  fomrtimrs 
penfive,  totally  retired  in  himlclf.  I 
law  the  dropping  trars;  his  gf-nriofity 
was  in  arms  acainft  his  pafTion.  He 
advanced  on  a  r.iddcn  towards  my 
lover. 

•  Here 
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•  Here  Is  my  hand,  Romney.' 

H(-  paufed,  and  looked  at  mc;  then, 
vitb  a  deep  figh — 

'  I  will  excel  you  in  gencrofity'  You 

*  fav»-d  my  life '.  I  yield  you  Hem  ictta  ! 

*  No  longer  do  I  oppofe  your  inclina- 

•  tion  !' 

And,  putting    Romney's  hands    in 
mine-— 

*  Be  happy!   from  my  heart  I  widi 

•  you   fo.  —  lltniictta,    your    mother's 

*  conltnt  I  engage  to  obtain!   Let  this 

•  aft  of  jullicc  expiate  for  your  wrongs!' 
Sdfannnh  !  I  am  loth  to  defcribe  our 

emotions,  our  thanks;  thou  haft  a  heart, 
call  thy  fancy  to  it's  help;  paint  to  thy- 
I'elf  what  paflcd  among  us.  Here,  had 
fate  been^)ropitious,  I  would  have  end- 
ed thcfe  memoirs.  But,  alas!  I  was 
doomed  to  be  miferable. 


LETTER   xxvirr. 

AS  we  were  going  to  the  houfe,  we 
met  Mrs.  Spencer;  who,  fearful 
of  mifchief,  had  watched  and  followed 
hislordfhip's  (teps.  Our  joy  told  her 
we  were  liappy;  and  chaced  from  her 
features  the  anxiety  which  animated 
them.  She  ftopped  at  fome  diftance 
from  us  with  a  look  of  admiration, 
which  evidently  exprefied — *  Is  it  pof- 

*  fible  ?  you  three  hand    in   hand,  all 
'  feemingiy  happy !' 

'  This  is   Mr.  Romney,    Madam, 

*  mv  deliverer,  and  your  nepliew.' 

*  Your  deliverer  1    Oh!   let  meem- 

*  brace  the  brave  fellow — my  nephew! 

*  — Your  lordihip  is  a  man    indeed! 

*  Why   have   not    I    tvi-o   Henriettas? 

*  Witii  two  fucli  men  for  nephews,  the 

*  moli  infatiabie  ambition  of  an  aunt 

*  ought  to  be  fatisfied.' 

*  By  this  event,  charming  Henrietta," 
faid  Ofenvor,  with  a  fmile,  '  you  have 

*  avoided  a  world  oi'  vexations.     Your 

*  extreme  (enfibility  in  the  morning  had 

*  perluadcd  me  you  did  not  love  Rom- 

*  ney;   I  cheri/hed  the  hope  of  melting 

*  your  foul  into  tenderncfs;   but  when, 

*  after  dinner,  you  took  Mrs.  Spencer 

*  apart,  and  d'u\   net  come  back,  lu- 

*  fpicion  entered  my   heart;    to  defpair 

*  I  gave  way.      Under   the  pretext  of 

*  the  want  of  a  nap,   I   Hole  into   my 

*  room,  charjred  thcfe  piftols,  andwent 

*  down  into  the  gaiden.     Thepleafure 

*  ci'  feeing  one   another  betrayed  the 


'  place  of  your  retieat;  you  fpoke  your 

*  iranfporis  with  the  indifcrcet  voice  of 

*  a  real  joy;  it  made  me  mad  to  hear; 
'  I  milled  in  upon  you;  the  reft  you 
'  know.     Far  from  repenting  of  what 

*  I  did,  I  will  halten  the  hour  of  your 
'   mutual    happmels:    it    is   yet    earlyj 

*  this  minute  I  will  go  to  London. 
'  When  from  me  Mrs.  Vcrmnn  (hall 
'  learn  the  fmeerity  of  your   inclina- 

*  tion,  her  oppofition  wiil  die  iato  the 
'   delight  of  making  you  happy.' 

In  vain  did  we  all  beg  he  would  give 
us  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

'    I  muft   deferve  your  forgivenefs 

*  and    your  efteem,    Henrietta;    I  am 

*  eager  to  repair  the  troubles  I  have 

*  caufed  you.' 

Mr.  Romney  ofFercd  to  wait  upon  his 
lord/hip. 
'  No,  no,  Romney;  you  have  your 

*  laft   fufferlngs   to   forget:  ftay  here; 

*  to-morrow  you  fliall  hear  from  me; 

*  and,   I   dare  fay,   from  Mrs.  Ver- 

*  man.' 

The  chariot  was  foon  ready;  a  kifs 
was  my  farcwcl  to  him. 

•  Envy   him   not  that  kifs,  Rom- 

*  ney.' 

*  I  will  punifli  you  for  the  apology.' 
And  he  printed  one  himlelt  upon  my 
lips. 


LETTER     XXIX. 

SOON  my  lover  was  the  man  of  my 
aunt's  fancy.  The  more  (he  faw 
and  heard  him ,  the  more  fhe  waspleafed 
with  his  perfon  and  manners. 

♦  I  applaud  your  tafte,  Henrietta,  in 
'  the  choice  oi  an  husband;  not  an  hap- 
•  pier  choice  could  you  have  made.' 

The  art  of  pleafing,  which  he  natu- 
rally had,  he  difplayed  to  gain  her  ef- 
teem. Twenty-four  hours,  Sufannah, 
vaniftied  like  a  dream;  never  breathed 
two  more  fortunate  lovers.  Thcfe 
hours  of  raptuies  weie  lucceeded  by 
days  of  horror  and  mifery.  Why, 
Sufannah,  have  you  bid  my  friendOiip 
to  write  what  I  wifh  I  had  totally  for- 
got? My  foul  is  torn;  I  doubt  it  wiil  be 
in  my  power  to  obey.  Too  f.crcely  fad 
is  the-  tale  of  my  woe  !  My  pen  dropsj 
this  day  I  fhall  be  a  prey  to  forrow- 
Tears  only  can  I  fiied  ;  I  cannot  write. 
Perhaps  to  morrow——     Ad^eu' 
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TO  WAR  b  S  the  evening,  we  re- 
ceived from  Mrs  Verman  a  letter 
fuch  as  we  would  have  dictated. 

The  certainty  I  loved,  and  Lord 
Ofenvor's  entreaties,  had  forced  her 
confent :  the  next  Tr.efday  flie  pro- 
mifed  to  come  with  his  lord/hip,  and 
give  me  to  Romney. 

Who,  after  this,  Sufannah,  would 
have  thought  I  (hould  be  the  mod 
vretched  of  my  fex  ?  I  mult  forget  it, 
or  I  fliall  not  proceed. 

In  the  tranfports  of  her  joy,  Mrs. 
Spencer  would  that  all  her  neighbour- 
hood fliould  partske  of  it :  invitations 
were  fcnt  to  the  moft  genteel  people  for 
the  r.ext  day. 

'  The  interval  to  Tucfday  mud  be 

*  paflTed  into  juirth  and  feftivity  :  let  us 

*  not  perceive  it,  if  poflible.' 

The  nearer  I  draw  to  the  cataftro- 
phe,  the  more  inhuman  is  the  order  you 
gave;  my  heart  flirinks;  I  have  hardly 
life  enough  to  hold  the  pen.  Oh,  oh, 
Sufannah  !  to  what  trial  you  put  my 
fiiendfliip  for  you  1  I  cannot  dwell  up- 
on the  pall.  One  attempt  more  I  will 
make  to  pleafe  you  ;  it  may  be  death  to 
ine.  You  know  not  how  keen  the  tor- 
ment to  write  what  I  feel. 

#  # 
The  company  came:  wc  danced  with 
the  fpirits  of  overjoyed  hearts.  Rom- 
J»ey — Fate  had  decreed  I  fhould  drink 
of  the  cupofmifery  and  defpalr— Rom- 
ney, having  over-heated  himfclf,  ftep- 
ped  into  the  next  room;  there  he  im- 
prudently quenched  his  thirft  with 
fome  fniall  wine  and  water;  it  was 
cold.  Sufannah,  pity  me!  Remit  the 
red  of  the  puni(hment  you  have  in- 
fiifled  upon  me  j  it  istoo  fcverej  I  Oiali 
fink  under  it! 

The  dances  continued;  when  a  fud- 
den  palenefs  on  his  face,  and  the  trem- 
hlingof  his  hand,  frightened  my  lov- 
ing, timorous  foul. 

•  Good  God  !  you  are  in  a  ihivering 

*  fit,  Romney!' 

A  fainting  was  his  snfwer,  I  pre- 
vented his  fall  by  opening  my  arms 
and  receiving  him  in  them.  What  a 
i'ltuation  I  was  in  !  They  took  him  from 
n\fy   and  I  wai  inyfelf  carried  in  an 


elbow-  chair.  Do5>or  Herbert,  who  wS5 
in  the  afTembly,  ft!t  Romney's  pulfe, 
and  found  him  in  a  high  fever.  At 
that  word  my  heart  beat  no  more  j  I 
fvvooned  away. 

For  three  days  I  was  in  that  date  of 
ftvipidity  peculiar  to  a  mind  too  lively 
affefled;  I  knew  nobody,  and  had  for- 
got Romney  :  Nature  at  lad,  helped  by 
the  phyfician,  gave  back  to  my  organs 
the  fenfibility  they  had  loft.  When  I 
could  didinguiili  the  ohjefl  before  me, 
I  faw  my  m.other  and  my  aunt  on  their 
knees  at  the  bed-fide  bedewed  in  tears, 
and  lamenting  mournfully  their  unhap- 
py dediny. 

'  Where  is  Romney  ?' 

It  was  the  fird  words  I  had  yet  fpoke. 
*  Thanks    to   the  Almighty  !    my 

*  Henrietta  is  redored  to  me  !  She  talks! 
'  You  know  me,  m,y  Henrietta.' 

*  I  do.' 

And  I  preffed  my  lips  upon  her 
hands. 

*  I  know  you,  dear  aunt — I  knovr 
'  you  too,  O  mother,  mother !  Where 

*  is  Romney  ?' 

Both  turned  their  heads,  (ighed,  were 
filent. 

*  Is  Romnev  no  more?' 
«  He  lives  d'lll.' 

'  Let  me  fee  him,  and  therf  die  with 

*  him:   I  fiiall  not  out-live  my  Rom- 

*  ncy  ;  the  fame  grave  will  contain  "us 

*  both.     I   hardly   breathe,    deny   me 

*  not  the  only  pleafure  which  can  charm 
'  the  mortal  pangs  of  ileath;  it's  agony 

*  I  alreedy  feel, — Oh,  Romney  !  -how 
'  cruel  our  fate  !  So  near  to  happinefs, 

*  in  one  indant  we  fell  into  the  abyfs 
'  of  mifery, — Deprive  not  your  daugh- 

*  ter  of  the  fight  of  Romney  ;  let  us 

*  expire  in  one  another's  arms,  our 
'  fouls  will  take  their  flights  together  : 
'  fuch  an  end  will  be  a  delight.' 

'  Dear  Henrietta,  remember  you  are 

*  a  Chridian;  that  your  days  are  not 
'  yourown;  that  you  will  leave  behind 

*  you  the  unhnppied  of  mothers  :   live 

*  to  be  the  comfort  of  a  mother  who 

*  loves  you.' 

'  Dcaraunt,you  havca  tender  heart; 

*  indulge  the  only  wifli-I  am  able  to 

*  form,  let  me  lee  Romney,  Your 
'  looks  tell  me  you  comply.  Dear  mo- 

*  ther,  mnik  not  with  dclpair  the  laft 

*  o'^'i'  ^^  "'>'  life.' 

*  Be  coirpofcJ,  dear  giil  ;  you  fhall 

<  lee 
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«  fee  ^im  when,  his  fever  being  abated, 
'«  he  cai»  fee  and  hear  you :  wail  that 
*  moment  with  patience/ 

<  With  patience !' 

Sulannahjforgivc  me  the  particulars; 
for  the  fake  of  Lord  Ofenvor  forgive 
them  to  me  :  fhnild  he  come  and  per- 
ceive my  grief,  he  would  be  unhappy; 
lie  is  my  hnfbanil,  I  muft  fparc  hiiu 
the  fight  of  my  tears,  of  my  diltrcfs. 

#  # 

In  the  evening  Mrs.  Spencer  drew 
rear  mc.  She  had  no  need  to  fpeak,  I 
faw  my  lof's  in  her  eyes  :  I  fcrcamed, 
and  funk  upon  the  pillow.  Sufannah, 
if  you  will  have  me  live,  let  mc  draw 
9  veil  over  thefe  fcenes  of  fadncfs  and 
calamity.     Adieu. 


LETTER    XXXr. 

MRS.    SPEN'CER,    TO    I.ADY    SUSAN- 
NAH  FITZROV. 

MADAM, 

ENTERING  this  morning  into 
Lady  Olcnvor's  clofct,  I  furprized 
her  on  her  knees,  bathed  in  tears  :  her 
lover''s  name  was  upon  her  lips  ;  three 
times  did  I  hear  it  pronounced ;  as 
often  my  foul  (huddered  at  the  inex- 
preflible  forrow  marked  in  her  accent 
and  countenance.  In  my  amazement  I 
could  but  hear  and  feel  hermifery;  I 
thought  that  time,  and  her  hufband,  had 
crafed  Romney  from  her  heart:  my 
miftake,  the  calm  Oie  feemed  to  enjoy 
had  caufed.  Poor  unhappy  Henrietta! 
fhe  fiiftered  inwardly;  her  gaiety  was 
affefted  :  fhe  would  deceive  us,  left  v.e 
fliould  be  as  miferable  as  fhe.  Rom- 
ney flie  loved  ftill,  though  (he  fmijed 
upon  Ofenvor ;  her  virtue  hid  fjoin 
hlna  the  ftruggles  of  her  heart :  when 
he  was  prefent,  (lie  always  app/aicd 
pleafed  and  contented  ;  probably,  wlien 
by  herfelf,  thus  (lie  comperifated  for 
tiie  continual  facrifice  (he  made  in  his 
lordlhip's  favour.  Thefe  reflef^ions 
proceeded  naturally  from  the  (ituatidn 
I  found  her  in. 

*  Dear  Henrietta     ■      1' 

I  could  fay  no  more  j    and  fat  on  a 
chair. 

•  Envy  not  Romney  the  tribute   I 

*  pay  to  his  memory  j    it  is   inv;jiuii- 

*  Uiy     Lady  Sufannah  is  nioie  inhu- 


man than  death  itfelf:  this  rcbhrd 
me  of  my  lover;  (he  has  rf:vived  the 
lofs  I  made  ;  I  feel  it  as  if  new  ! 
Dear  aun't.  lama  wretch,  whoft-  d'av<» 
muft  be  filled  with  an  inceJfant  kc^n 
agony!  Iain  fick,  hcnrtily  fjck.of  lifcj 
it  is  a  torment  to  breathe  as  Romnc)'« 
lover,  and  Ofenvor's  wife!' 
This  fpeech,  uttered  with  the  awful 
folcmnity  of  defpair,  drew  tears  from 
my  eyes,  and  caufed  a  trembling  in 
every  limb.  She  perceived,  and  was 
frightened  at  the  imprcfllon  (lie  had 
made  upon  me. 

*  This  flight  of  an  old  naflion,  dear 

*  JVIadam,  I  could  not  pofiibly  keep  in 
'  my  heart;  from  If,  ii  was  forced  br 
'   my  complying  with  Lady  Sufannah'* 

*  curiofitvj  (lie  would  know  the  hi(^ory 
'  of  my  life  :  I  hive  obeyed  j  could  I 
'  recal  the  part  without  pvin?   In  a  few 

*  days  1  (hall  recover  my  iifuaJ  tran- 

*  quillity  of  mind.'' 

And,  with  a  fmilc,  (li;-  wiped  the  tears 
which  flowed  on  mv  cheeks. 

*  Come,  dear  aunt,  let  us  bid  grief 

*  away;  I  will  drown  it  in  a  lively  tpric 
'  upon  my  harpficliord  ;  mufick  is  tiic 

*  heft  phyfician  againft  it.     Never  yet, 

*  after  half  an  hour's  playing  and  fing- 

*  ing,  have  I   with  indiifeience  beheld 

*  and  lifrened  to  Lord  Ofenvor:  it  Hems 

*  he  knows  thefe  minutes  are  favoura- 

*  ble  to  his  paflion  ;  and,  indeed,  they 

*  foften  my  fufterings,    and  melt  my 

*  Ibul  into  tendeinefs  for  him.' 

I  fell  in  v.'ith  her  humour,  and  re- 
covered from  the  emotion  I  had  felt. 
She  played  and  fung  with  art  uncom- 
mon tafte  and  vivacity:  her  eyes  loft- 
their  langour ;  and,  long  before  (he  had 
done,  (})e  was  antithtr  woman. 

'  Tliat  I  may  not  iiave  a  relapfe_.  dear 
'  aunt,  be  pleafed  to  finilb  my  memoirs: 

*  v.rite  to  Lady  Sufannah,  hov/,  after 
'  having  loved  Romney,  I  became  Lord 
<  Ofenvor's  wife.    I  will  not  think  of 

*  it;  I  am  ahfolutcly  unable  to  finiih  the 

*  ta(k  her  fricndihip  has  impoftd  upon 

*  me.' 

And  (lie  put  into  my  hands  the  letters 
flie  had  fent  your  laHyfhip.  I  promifed; 
and  in  my  next  will  keep  my  word.  'I 
am.  Madam,  your  moft  humble  fer- 
vant, 

S.  Spencer. 


Lower  g  p.  o«  v  e  ;^"  0  r  s  " 
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LETTER    XXXII. 

MRS.    SPENCER,    TO    LADV    SUSAN- 
NAH FITZROY. 

AFTER  three  days  paft  in  a  con- 
tinual delirium,  Mr.  Romneyhad 
for  two  hours  tiie  knowledge  of  ii'.in- 
feU":  he  named,  called  for  his  Hen- 
lietia,  and  inveighed  bitterlv  againil 
Heaven,  who  thus  unmercifully  de- 
prived him  at  once  of  life  and  happi- 
nels.  Lady  Bennct,  affe6\ing  a  forti- 
tude none  of  us  could  aifume,  fpokc  of 
the  vanity  of  human  wi(hes,  and  recon- 
ciled him  at  latt  to  his  fate.  No  longer 
did  he  defire  to  fee   Henrietta  :  '  She 

*  could  not,'  fighed  he,  '  fupport  the 

•  fight  of  herdyirg  Romney  ! — Ken- 

*  rietta  !  how  1  love  thee  !  And  I  muft 
■  diel'  He  fell  into  a  few  minutes  re- 
*eiie  i  then  tendering  his  hand  to  Lord 
Oienvcr,  who  leaned  in  a  real  diftrefs 
2gp.inlt  the  bed — 

'   Make  the  tender,  virtuous  Hen- 

*  rietta,  forget  I  have  lived  :  would  flie 

*  could  forget  it !    I   fear  her  forrow  ; 

•  at  fiift  it  will  know  no  bounds !  Take 

*  care  of  her  5  let  her  live  to  make  you 

•  happy;  to  be  happy  herfelf !   The  dy- 

*  ing  requell  cf  a  lover  (he  perhaps  will 

•  not  deny,  flie  loves;  (he  will  comply ! 

•  I  mult  write,   that  the  thought  you 

•  Ciall  be  her  hufband  has  charmed 
'  away  all  the   horrors  of  death  :   fhe 

*  elleems  vou,  my  lord  ;  you  are  wor- 

•  thy  of  her.' 

Ills  lordfhip  was  too  much  moved  to 
anlwer  with  words;  his  tears,  nnd  an 
unfeigned  forrow,  told  his  thanks  and 
lenfibility. 

Mr.  Romney  defired  to  be  left  with 
La<ly  Bennet;  and  foon  after  a  lawyer 
was  lent  for.  He  made  his  will,  and  be- 
queathed to  Henrietta  two  thoufaad 
pounds  a  vcar,  and  fifteen  thcufand 
pounds  in  ready-money  :  the  remalntler 
cf  his  fortune  he  gave  to  I.ndy  Benner. 
He  attrmptfd  to  write  to  Henrietta;  he 
was  too  weak  :  he  ieconin;cn<led  Lord 
Cisnvor  snd  her  to  his  aunt  j  and 
(iird. 

I  cannot  defciihe  to  you.  Madam, 
the  cfft£l  fo  untimely  a  dr;iih  made  up- 
i.n  us!  What  we  3pprciitndv.d  Irom 
Hfnrietta's  pj^un  when  Ihe  fliould 
>.rcw  hei  Rou.Tn  \  wns  no  morr  '  I.oi  J 
Clcnvor  looKtd  I'lH  ffion  itfclfl  Lady 
BefcLet!  how  flit  laniin-cl  '  Mr:.Vri. 


man's  grief  exceeded  ftilJ  ours  :  her 
Henrietta!  At  that  moment  flie  was  a 
real  mother;  her  fenfuions  can  be  felt 
only.  Poor  Mrs.  Mouiton  !  faintings 
and  tears  were  her  exprellions  1  Never 
was  fct-n  fuch  a  lively  piflure  of  per- 
fefl  mifery  I  None  durit  to  enter  Hen- 
rietta's room,  who  herfeU  was  then  al- 
inoll  infcnfible  between  life  and  death  I 
I  took  upon  me  to  draw  near  her  bed  : 
my  features  betrayed  the  fatal  event. 
Dear  Madam,  my  heart  is  too  opprelTed  j 
I  mull  breathe. 

*        * 

Three  times,  in  five  weeks,  Hen- 
rietta was  forfaken  by  the  phyficians  j 
as  often  an  happy  crifis  giving  a  new 
turn  to  her  diltempcr,  reftorcd  her  to 
life.  In  that  inteival,  Mrs.  Mouiton, 
defpairing  of  Henrietta's  recovery, 
yielded  to  her  mortal  ar.xiety,  and  ex- 
pired. Wc  knew  how  fond  of  her 
Henrietta  was  :  this  new  incident  over- 
whelmed  us  with  vexation. 

Nature,  at  lall,  conquered  thedifeafc; 
my  niece  was  faved.  It  would  be  too 
tedious  and  painful  to  paint  the  diffe- 
rent (hades  of  forrow  and  defpair  which 
for  fifteen  months  opprcflcd  Henrietta's 
mind  and  heart.  During  that  period, 
we  all  exerted  eveiy  power  of  rcafon 
and  fricndfhip  to  eafe  her  of  ^er  giief : 
but,  alas!  (he  was  incapable  of  com- 
fort ;  flie  fmiled  only  fiom  her  lips  ; 
her  foul  was  dead  to  pleafure.  Lord 
Ofenvor  continued  his  vifits;  with  hers 
he  mingled  his  tears,  and  bewailed 
her  dif.iiicr:    his  pity  was  unfeigned. 

*  Leave  me,'  faid  (lie  often  to  him  j 
'   leave  me,  tny  lord  !  Give  to  difllpa- 

*  tion  thcfe  hciirs  of  melancholy  you 
'  pafs  with  me.    ?.Iuft  all  who  love  me 

*  partake  of  my  tioubles,  and  be  un- 

*  happy  for  my  fake  ?    It  increafes  my 

*  pain  to  think    it  is    fo!     Forfake  a 

*  wretch  who  never  can  know  or  pro- 

*  cure  any  joy!'  Her  dcjeftion,  at  tl.e 
end  of  two  yeais,  dwindling  into  a  ten- 
der reverie,  we  prevailed  lb  far  as  to 
make  her  finre  in  t|-,e  puhlick  diver- 
fions  ;  at  fiiiiwith  a  r;lu6]ant  heart ; 
by  degiees,  with  a  vifible  latisfaiJVion, 
fhe  yielded  to  their  charms.  When 
Lady  Ucnntt  thouglit  flic  could,  witii 
tiani]ullliiy,  hear  of  her  nephew,  (lie 
told  litr  the  legacy  he  had  bequeathed 
lur,  and  his  hope  Hie  vvculd  oiarry 
Lonl  Ofenvor. 

She  ilTitcii  back,  ftruck  with  what 
(lie  heard. 

*  Da 


COUNTESS    OSENVOR. 


•  Do  not  you  deceive  me,  Madam! 

*  Is  it  true  he  indulged  that  hope  ?' 

*  He  did  ;  and  was  going   to  write, 

*  to  beg  of  you  to  beltow  your  hand  on 

*  hislordfhip;   when 

*  Stop!  It  was  his  lall  wllli,  you  fay  ?' 
'  It  was  ;  to  me  lie  enti  iiltcd  i!ie  care 

*  of  Lord  Olcnvor's  happiness.' 

She  fell  on  hsr  knee;  and,  with  both 
her  hands  clal'ped  together,  and  her 
eyes  up  to  H-.aven — 

•  Romney  !   if  thou  canfl   hear  me, 

*  (mile  at  the  facrifice  I  make  thee:   thy 

*  lall   prayer   I    grant;     Lord  Ofenvor 

*  iliall  be  my  hulbaiid !' 
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And  fhe  arofc  with  the  looks  of  real 
content. 

Unfpeaknble,  Madam,  is  the  pleafnre 
we  felt;  It  inllantly  communicated  fo 
every  heart!  What  a  charming  fcene 
of  mirth  opened  in  a  houfc  where  lad- 
n.fs  and  mourning  had  lb  long  fixed 
thfir  abode!  Mrs.  Vcrman,  how  dc- 
ligiited  !  Lord  Olenvur.  wh<)c<jnld  tell 
his  tranlports  !  A  few  days  af  trr,  Hen- 
rietta m;ui(.-  him  h  ippv.  VVe  all  jomej 
in  thanlis  to  the  Almighty,  and  blrflVd 
the  hour  their  hands  weic  united.  I  inj. 
Madam,  your  mod  humble  fervant, 

S.  SPE.NCtR, 


FINIS. 


I 


i 


I 


r 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 


UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


PR      Treys sac  de  Vergy,  Pierre 
3736     Henri 
T736H4.     Henrietta 


